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CHAPTER  I 


THE  FIGHT 


YOU  never  would  guess  in  visiting  Cathedral 
Court,  with  its  people's  hall  and  its  public 
baths,  its  clean,  paved  street  and  general  air  of  smug 
propriety,  that  it  harbors  a  notorious  past.  But 
those  who  knew  it  by  its  maiden  name,  before  it  was 
married  to  respectability,  recall  Calvary  Alle>  us  a 
region  of  swarming  tenements,  stale  beer  dives,  and 
frequent  police  raids.  The  sole  remaining  trace  of 
those  unregenerate  days  is  the  print  of  a  child's  foot 
m  the  concrete  walk  just  where  it  leaves  the  court 
and  turns  into  the  cathedral  yard. 

All  the  tired  feet  that  once  plodded  home  from 
factory  and  foundry,  all  the  unsteady  feet  that  stag- 
gered in  from  saloon  and  dance-hall,  all  the  fleeing 
feet  that  sought  a  hiding  place,  have  long  since 
passed  away  and  left  no  record  of  their  passing. 
Only  that  one  small  footprint,  with  its  perfect  out- 
line, still  pauses  on  its  way  out  of  the  alley  into  the 
great  world  beyond. 

At  the  time  Nance  Molloy  stepped  into  that  soft 
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concrete  and  thus  set  in  motion  the  series  of  events 
that  was  to  influence  her  future  career,  she  had 
never  been  told  that  her  inalienable  rights  were  life, 
liberty,  and  the  pursuit  of  happiness.  Nevertheless 
she  had  claimed  them  intuitively.  When  at  the  age 
of  one  she  had  crawled  out  of  the  soap-box  that 
served  as  a  cradle,  and  had  eaten  half  a  box  of  stove 
polish,  she  was  acting  in  strict  accord  with  the  Con- 
stitution.  , 

By  the  time  she  reached  the  sophisticated  age  of 
eleven  her  ideals  had  changed,  but  her  principles 
remained  firm.  She  did  not  stoop  to  beg  for  her 
rights,  but  struck  out  for  them  boldly  with  her 
small  bare  fists.  She  was  a  glorious  survival  of  that 
primitive  Kentucky  type  that  stood  side  by  side  with 
man  in  the  early  battles  and  fought  valiantly  for 
herself. 

On  the  hot  August  day  upon  which  she  began  to 
make  history,  she  stood  in  the  gutter  amid  a  crowd 
of  yelling  boys,  her  feet  far  apart,  her  hands  full  of 
mud,  waiting  tensely  to  chastise  the  next  sleek  head 
that  dared  show  itself  above  th';  cathedral  fence. 
She  wore  a  boy's  shirt  and  a  ragged  brown  skirt 
that  flapped  about  her  sturdy  bare  legs.  Her  matted 
hair  was  bound  in  two  disheveled  braids  around 
her  head  and  secured  with  a  piece  of  shoe-string. 
Her  dirty  round  face  was  I'ghted  up  by  a  pair  of 
dancing  blue  eyes,  in  whi  .  jUst  now  blazed  the  un- 
holy light  of  conflict 
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THE  FIGHT  5 

The  feud  between  the  Calvary  Micks  and  the 
choir  boys  was  an  ancient  one,  carried  on  from  one 
generation  to  another  and  gaining  prestige  with  age. 
It  was  apt  to  break  out  on  Saturday  afternoons, 
after  rehearsal,  when  the  choirmaster  had  taken  his 
departure.  Frequently  the  disturbance  amounted  to 
no  more  than  taunts  and  jeers  on  one  side  and 
threats  and  recriminations  on  the  other,  but  the  at- 
mosphere that  it  created  was  of  that  electrical  nature 
that  might  at  any  moment  develop  a  storm. 

Nance  Molloy,  at  the  beginning  of  the  present 
controversy,  had  been  actively  engaged  in  civil  war- 
fare in  which  the  feminine  element  of  the  alley  was 
pursuing  a  defensive  policy  against  the  marauding 
masculine.  But  at  the  first  indication  of  an  out- 
side enemy,  the  herd  instinct  manifested  itself,  and 
she  allied  herself  with  prompt  and  passionate  loy- 
alty to  the  cause  of  the  Calvary  Micks. 

The  present  argument  was  raging  over  the  pos- 
session of  a  spade  that  had  been  left  in  the  alley 
by  the  workmen  who  were  laying  a  concrete  pave- 
ment into  the  cathedral  yard. 

"Aw,  leave  'em  have  it! "  urged  a  philosophical 
alleyite  from  the  top  of  a  barrel.  "  Them  ole  ave- 
noo  kids  ain't  nothin'!—  We  could  lick  daylight 
outen  'em  if  we  wanted  to." 

"  Ye-e-e-s  you  could  I "  came  in  a  chorus  of  jeers 
from  the  fence  top,  and  a  brown-eyed  youth  in  a 
^vhite-frilled  shirt,  with  a  blue  Windsor  tie  knotted 
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under  his  sailor  collar,  added  imperiously,  "  You  iret 
too  fresh  down  there,  and  TU  caU  the  janitor  I " 

This  gross  breach  of  military  etiquette  evoked  a 
rrtort  from  Nance  that  was  too  inelegant  to  chroni- 

"Tanboy!   tomboy  I"   j^red   the   brown^yed 
S^Z:^"^    "Why  don't  you  borrow  some 

"All  right.  Sissy,"  said  Nance.  « lend  me  yours." 

The  .ticks  shrieked  their  approval,  while  Nance 

rolled  a  mud  baU.and.  with  the  deadly  aim  of  a 

sharpsh<x)ter.  let  it  fly  straight  at  the  white-frilled 

bosom  of  her  tormentor. 

him^  tT'  ^^*  ^*''"  y*"*^  *»»*  ^y  n«t  to 
ftrni,    the  kid  s  got  no  business  butting  in!    Make 

her  get  out  of  the  way  I " 
" Go  on  and  make  me!"  implored  Nance. 
I  will  if  you  don't  stand  back,"  threatened  the 
boy  called  Mac. 

Nance  promptly  stepped  up  to  the  alley  gate  and 
wiggled  her  fingers  in  a  way  peculiarly  provocative 
to  a  juvenile  enemy. 

"Poor  white  trash!"  he  jeered.  "You  stay 
whe^re  jou  belong!    Don't  you  step  on  our  con- 

"  WiU  if  I  want 


where  I  like. 
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to.    It's  my  foot.    I'll  put  it 
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Bet  you  don't.    You  're  afraid  to." 
I  ain't  either." 
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"  Well,  </o  it  then.  I  dare  you!  Anybody  that 
would  take  a—" 

In  a  second  Nance  had  thrust  her  leg  as  far  as 
possible  between  the  boards  that  warned  the  public 
to  keep  out,  and  had  planted  a  small  alien  foot  firmly 
m  the  center  of  the  soft  cement. 

This  audacious  act  was  the  signal  for  instant  bat- 
tle. With  yells  of  indignation  the  choir  boys  hurled 
themselves  from  the  fence,  and  descended  upon  their 
foes.  Mud  gave  place  to  rocks,  sticks  clashed,  the 
air  resounded  with  war  cries.  Ash  barrels  were 
overturned,  straying  cats  made  flying  leaps  for 
safety,  heads  appeared  at  doorways  and  windows, 
and  frantic  mothers  made  futile  efforts  to  queU  the 
riot. 

Thus  began  the  greatest  fight  ever  enjoyed  in  Cal- 
vary Alley.  It  went  do^vn  in  neighborhood  annals 
as  the  decisive  clash  between  the  classes,  in  which 
the  despised  swells  "  was  learnt  to  know  their  places 
onct  an'  fer  all! "  For  ten  minutes  it  raged  with 
unabated  fury,  then  when  the  tide  of  battle  began 
to  set  unmistakably  in  favor  of  the  alley,  parental 
authority  waned  and  threats  changed  to  cheers 
Old  and  young  united  in  the  conviction  that  the 
Monroe  Doctrine  must  be  maintained  at  any  cost! 

In  and  out  of  the  subsiding  pandemonium  darted 
Nance  Molloy,  covered  with  mud  from  the  shoe- 
string on  her  hair  to  the  rag  about  her  toe,  giving 
and  taking  blows  with  the  best,  and  emitting  yeUs 
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of  frenzied  victory  over  every  vanquished  foe. 
Suddenly  her  transports  were  checked  by  a  disturb- 
ing sight  At  the  end  of  the  alley,  locked  in  mor- 
tal combat,  she  beheld  her  arch-enemy,  he  of  the 
brown  eyes  and  the  frilled  shirt,  whom  the  boys 
called  Mac,  sitting  astride  the  hitherto  invincible 
Dan  Lewis,  the  former  philosopher  of  the  ash  bar- 
rel and  one  of  the  acknowledged  leaders  of  the 
Calvary  Micks. 

It  was  a  moment  of  intense  chagrin  for  Nance, 
untempered  by  the  fact  that  Dan's  adversary  was 
mudi  the  bigger  boy.  Up  to  this  time,  the  whole 
affair  had  been  a  glorious  game,  but  at  the  sight  of 
the  valiant  Dan  lying  helpless  on  his  back,  his  mouth 
bloody  from  the  blows  of  the  boy  above  him,  the 
comedv  nged  suddenly  to  tragedy.  With  a  swift 
charge  i.om  the  rear,  she  flung  herself  upon  the 
victor,  clapping  her  mud-daubed  hands  about  his 
eyes  and  dragging  him  backward  with  a  force  that 
sent  them  both  rolling  in  the  gutter. 

Blind  with  fury,  the  boy  scrambled  to  his  feet, 
and,  seizing  a  rock,  hurled  it  with  all  his  strength 
after  the  retreating  Dan.  The  missile  flew  wide  of 
its  mark  and,  whizzing  high  ovc/  the  fence,  crashed 
through  the  great  rose  window  that  was  the  special 
pride  of  Calvary  Cathedral 

The  din  of  breaking  glass,  the  simultaneous  ap- 
pearance  of  a  cross-eyed  policeman,  and  of  Mason, 
the  outraged  janitor,  together  with  the  horrified 
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realiation  of  what  had  happened,  brought  the  fren- 
zied combatants  to  their  senses.  Amid  a  clamor 
of  accusations  and  denials,  the  policeman  seized 
upon  two  culprits  and  indicated  a  third. 

"You  let  me  go!"  shrieked  Mac  "My  fa- 
ther'11  make  it  all  right  I  Tell  him  who  I  am. 
Mason  1    Make  him  let  me  go  I " 

But  Mason  was  bent  upon  bringing  all  the  crimi- 
nals to  justice. 

"  I  'm  going  to  have  you  all  up  before  the  juve- 
nile court,  rich  and  poor!"  he  declared  excitc-«ly. 
"  You  been  deviling  the  life  out  of  me  long  enough ! 
If  the  vestry  had  V  listened  at  me  and  had  you 
up  before  now,  that  window  would  n't  be  smashed. 
I  told  the  bishop  something  was  going  to  happen, 
and  he  says,  *  The  next  time  there 's  trouble,  you 
find  the  leaders  and  swear  out  a  warrant  Don't 
wait  to  ask  anybody  1 ' " 

By  this  time  every  window  in  the  tenement  at  the 
blind  end  of  the  alley  had  been  converted  into  a 
proscenium  box,  and  suggestions,  advice,  and  in- 
criminating evidence  were  being  freely  volunteered. 

"  Who  started  this  here  racket,  anyhow?  "  asked 
the  policeman,  in  the  bored  tone  of  one  who  is  re- 
hearsing an  oft-repeated  scene. 

"  I  did,"  declared  Nance  Molloy,  with  something 
of  the  feminine  gratification  Helen  of  Troy  must 
have  felt  when  she  "  launched  a  thousand  ships  and 
burnt  the  topless  towers  of  Ilium." 
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••  You  Nance  I  *•  screamed  a  woman  from  a  third- 
rt«y  window.  «You  know  you  never  done  no 
wchathmgl  I  was  .ettin' here  an'  .een  ever', 
thing  that  happened;  it  was  them  there  boys." 

So  It  was  you.  Dan  Lewis,  was  it?"  said  the 
p^iconan  recognizing  one  of  his  panting  victims, 
the  one  whose  ragged  shirt  had  been  torn  completel^ 

^' ^« 7  ^"  ^"^r^  '^''  «"d  brown  sho^ilder, 
bare.  "  An' it  am't  surprised.  I  ani.  Who  is  this 
other  littie  dude?"  ^^     vv no  is  this 

trvZT  ""^  ^'T  ^^^^"  ^^  Mac  furiously, 
trymg  to  wrench  himself  free.  "I  tell  you  my 
father  wiU  pay  for  the  darned  old  window." 

Aisy  there."  said  the  policeman.    "  Does  any- 
body know  him  ?  "  ^ 

"  It 's  Mr.  Clarke's  son,  up  at  the  bottle  works." 
said  Mason. 

..".^""  ?'.  y°"r  eoff'"  "id  the  policeman.    "I 

«mt  wmtirf  to  keep  you  now  I  got  your  name. 

Onny  more  out  o'  the  boonch,  Mr.  Mason  ?  " 
Ma«m  swept  a  gl«inmg  eye  over  the  gnwp,  and 
"  m'o  h".^:  »P«d  the  footprint  in  thfcoSme. 
Who  did  that? "  he  demanded  in  a  ftesh  burst 

oi  wratn. 

Those  choir  boys  who  had  not  fled  the  scene 
gave  prompt  and  incriminating  testimony. 
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••No!  she  never!"  shouted  the  woman  from  the 
third  floor,  now  suspended  half-way  out  of  the  win- 
dow.  "Nance  MoUoy  was  up  here  a-washin* 
dishes  with  me.  Don't  you  listen  at  them  pasty- 
faced  cowards  a-puttin'  it  off  on  a  innerccnt  little 
girl  1 " 

But  the  innocent  little  girl  had  no  idea  of  seeking 
refuge  in  her  sex.  Hers  had  been  a  glorious  and 
determining  part  in  the  day's  battle,  and  the  dis- 
tinction of  having  her  name  taken  down  with  those 
of  the  great  leaders  was  one  not  to  be  foregone. 

'•I  did  do  it,"  she  declared  excitedly.  "That 
t^cre  boy  dared  me  to.  Ketch  me  takin'  a  dare 
(    enaavenookidl" 

"  What 's  your  name.  Sis  ?  "  asked  the  policeman. 
"  Nance  Molloy." 

'•Where  do  you  live?" 

•'  Up  there  at  Snawdor's.  That  there  was  Mis' 
Snawdor  a-yellin*  at  me." 

•* Is  she  yer  mother?" 

•'  Nope.    Lhe  's  me  step." 

"Andycr  father?" 

"  He 's  me  step  too.  I  'm  a  two-step,"  she  added 
with  an  impudent  toss  of  the  head  to  show  her  con- 
tempt for  the  servant  of  the  law,  a  blue-coated, 
brass-buttoned  interloper  who  swooped  down  on 
you  from  around  comers,  and  reported  you  at  all 
times  and  seasons. 

By  this  tiff  ;  Mrs.  Snawdor  had  gotten  herself 
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down  the  two  flights  of  tUirt,  and  wu  emerginf 
from  the  door  of  the  tenement,  taking  down  her 
curl  papen  at  the  came.  She  wai  a  plump,  per- 
•piring  penoo  who  might  have  boasted  good  looks 
had  it  not  been  for  two  eye-teeth  that  completely 
dominated  her  facial  landscape. 

"You  surely  ain't  fixin*  to  report  her?"  she 
•sked  ingratiatingly  of  Mason.  "A  litUe  'leven- 
year-ole  orphin  that  never  done  no  harm  to  no- 
body?" 

^  "It 's  no  use  arguing,"  interrupted  Mason  firmly. 
"  I'm  going  to  file  out  a  warrant  against  them  three 
children  if  it's  the  last  act  of  my  mortal  JJfe. 
There  ain't  a  boy  in  the  alley  that  gives  me  any 
more  trouble  than  that  there  little  girl,  a-throwin' 
mud  over  the  fence  and  climbing  round  the  coping 
and  sneaking  into  the  cathedral  to  look  under  the 
pews  for  nickels,  if  I  so  much  as  turn  my  back ! " 

"He  wants  the  nickels  hisselfl"  cried  Nance 
slmUy,  pushing  her  nose  flat  and  pursing  her  lips  in 
such  a  clever  imitation  of  the  irate  janitor  that  the 
alley  shrieked  with  joy. 

"  You  limb  o*  Satan  I "  cried  Mrs.  Snawdor,  mak- 
ing a  futile  pass  at  her.  "  It 's  a  God's  mcride  you 
ain't  been  took  up  before  this  I  And  it 's  me  as  '11 
have  the  brunt  to  bear,  a-stoppin'  my  work  to  go 
to  court,  a-lying  to  yer  good  character,  an'  a-payin' 
the  fine.  It 's  a  pity  able-bodied  men  like  police- 
mcns  an'  janitors  can't  be  tendin'  their  own  business 
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'ftld  of  oomin'  interferin'  with  the  lamily  of  t  hard- 
worldn'  woman  like  me.  If  there  'i  any  juttice  in 
thii  worid  it  ain't  never  flowed  in  my  direction  t " 

And  Mrs.  Snawdor,  half  dragging,  half  pushing 
Nance,  disappeared  into  the  dark  entrance  of  the 
tenement,  breathing  maledictions  first  against  her 
charge,  then  against  the  tyranny  of  the  law. 


CHAPTER  II 


Mi 


THE  SNAWDORS  AT   HOME 

IF  ever  a  place  had  a  down-at-heel,  out-of-elbow 
sort  of  look,  it  was  Calvary  Alley.  At  its  open 
end  and  two  feet  above  it  the  city  went  rushing 
and  roaring  pist  like  a  great  river,  quite  oblivious 
of  this  unhealthy  bit  of  backwater  into  which  some 
of  its  flotsam  and  jetsam  had  been  caught  and  held, 
generating  crime  and  disease  and  sending  them  out 
again  into  the  main  current. 

For  despite  the  fact  that  the  alley  rested  under 
the  very  wing  of  the  great  cathedral  from  which 
it  took  its  name,  despite  the  fact  that  it  echoed 
daily  to  the  chimes  in  the  belfry  and  at  times  could 
even  hear  the  murmured  prayers  of  the  congrega- 
tion, it  concerned  itself  not  in  the  least  with  matters 
of  the  spirit.  Heaven  was  too  remote  and  mysteri- 
ous. Hell  too  present  and  prosaic,  to  be  of  the  least 
interest.  And  the  cathedral  itself,  holding  out  wel- 
coming arms  to  all  the  noble  avenues  that  stretched 
in  leafy  luxury  to  the  south,  forgot  entire^  to 
glance  over  its  shoulder  at  the  sordid  little  neigh- 
bor that  lay  under  the  very  shadow  of  its  cross. 

At  the  blind  end  of  the  aUey,  wedged  in  between 
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two  towering  warehc  uses,  was  N.  mber  One,  a  ram- 
shackle tenement  whch  in  sotm  forgotten  day  had 
been  a  fine  old  colonial  residence.  The  city  had 
long  since  hemmed  it  in  complettly,  and  all  that 
remained  of  its  former  grandeur  were  a  flight  of 
broad  steps  that  once  boasted  a  portico  and  the  im- 
posing, fan-shaped  arch  above  the  doorway. 

In  the  third  floor  of  Number  One,  on  the  side 
next  the  cathedral,  dwelt  the  Snawdor  family,  a 
social  unit  of  somewhat  complex  character.  The 
complication  came  about  by  the  paterfamilias  hav- 
ing missed  his  calling.  Mr.  Snawdor  was  by  in- 
stinct and  inclination  a  bachelor.  He  had  early  in 
life  found  a  modest  rut  in  which  he  planned  to  run 
undisturbed  into  eternity,  but  he  had  been  discov- 
ered by  a  widow,  who  was  possessed  of  an  initiative 
which,  to  a  man  of  Snawdor's  retiring  nature,  was 
destiny. 

At  the  time  she  met  him  she  had  already  led  two 
reluctant  captives  to  the  hymeneal  altar,  and  was 
wont  to  boast,  when  twitted  about  the  fact,  that 
"  the  Lord  only  knew  what  she  might  'a*  done  if  it 
had  n't  been  fer  them  eye-teeth  I "  Her  first  hus- 
band had  been  Bud  Molloy,  a  genial  young  Irish- 
man who  good-naturedly  allowed  himself  to  be  mar- 
ried out  of  gratitude  for  her  care  of  his  motherless 
little  Nance.  Bud  had  not  lived  to  repent  the  act; 
in  less  than  a  month  he  heroically  went  over  an  em- 
bankment with  his  engine,  in  one  of  those  fortunate 
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accidents  in  which  "only  the  engineer  is  killed." 
The  bereft  widow  lost  no  time  in  seeking  conso- 
lation. Naturally  the  first  person  to  present  him- 
self on  terms  of  sympathetic  intimacy  was  the  un- 
dertaker who  officiated  at  poor  Bud's  funeral.  At 
the  end  of  six  moiiths  she  married  him,  and  was 
just  beginning  to  enjoy  the  prestige  which  his  pro 
fession  gave  her,  when  Mr.  Yager  also  passed  away, 
becoming,  as  it  were,  his  own  customer.  Her  leg- 
acy from  him  consisted  of  a  complete  embalming 
outfit  and  a  /eeble  little  Yager  who  inherited  her 
father's  tendency  to  spells. 

Thus  encumbered  with  two  small  girls,  a  less 
sanguine  person  would  have  retired  from  the  matri- 
monial market.    But  Mrs.  Yager  was  not  easily  dis- 
couraged; she  was  of  a  marrying  nature,  and  evi- 
dently resolved  that  neither  man  nor  Providence 
should  stand  in  her  way.    Again  casting  a  specula- 
tive eye  over  the  field,  she  discerned  a  new  shop  in 
the  alley,  the  sign  of  which  announced  that  the 
owner  dealt  in  "Bungs  and  Fawcetts."    On  the 
evening  of  the  same  day  the  chronic  aihnent  from 
which  the  kitchen  sink  had  suffered  for  two  years 
was  declared  to  be  acute,  and  Mr.  Snawdor  was 
called  in  for  consultation. 

He  was  a  timid,  dejected  person  with  a  small 
pointed  chin  that  trembled  when  he  spoke.  Despite 
the  easy  conventions  of  the  alley,  he  kept  his 
clothes  neatly  brushed  and  his  shoes  polished,  and 
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wore  a  collar  on  week  days.  These  signs  of  pros- 
perity were  his  undoing.  Before  he  had  time  to 
realize  what  was  happening  to  him,  he  had  been 
skilfuUy  jolted  out  of  his  rut  by  the  widow's  ex- 
perienced hand,  and  bumped  over  a  hurried  court- 
ship into  a  sudden  marriage.  He  returned  to  con- 
sciousness to  find  himself  possessed  of  a  wife  and 
two  stepchildren  and  moved  from  his  small  neat 
room  over  his  shop  to  the  indescribable  disorder  of 
Number  One. 

The  subsequent  years  had  brought  many  little 
Snawdors  in  their  wake,  and  Mr.  Snawdor,  being 
thus  held  up  by  the  highwayman  Life,  ignominiously 
surrendered.  He  did  not  like  being  married ;  he  did 
not  enjoy  being  a  father;  his  one  melancholy  satis- 
faction lay  in  being  a  martyr. 

Mrs.  Snawdor,  who  despite  her  preference  for 
the  married  state  derived  little  joy  from  domestic 
duties,  was  quite  content  to  sally  forth  as  a  wage- 
earner.  By  night  she  scrubbed  office  buildings  and 
by  day  she  slept  and  between  times  she  sought  di- 
version in  the  affairs  of  her  neighbors. 

Thus  it  was  that  the  household  burdens  fell 
largely  upon  Nance  MoUoy's  small  shoulders,  and  if 
she  wiped  the  dishes  without  washing  them,  and 
"  shook  up  the  beds  "  without  airing  them,  and  fed 
the  babies  dill  pickles,  it  was  no  more  than  older 
housekeepers  were  doing  all  around  her. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  of  the  day  of  the  fight, 
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when  the  stin,  despairing  of  making  things  any  hot- 
ter than  they  were,  dropped  behind  the  warehouse. 
Nance,  carrying  a  box  6f  crackers,  a  chunk  of 
cheese,  and  a  bucket  of  beer,  dodged  in  and  out 
among  the  push-carts  and  the  barrels  of  the  alley 
on  !:er  way  home  from  Slap  Jack's  saloon.  There 
was  a  strong  temptation  on  her  part  to  linger,  for 
a  hurdy-gurdy  up  at  the  comer  was  playing  a  favor- 
ite tune,  and  echoes  of  the  fight  were  still  heard 
from  animated  groups  in  various  doorways.  But 
Nance's  ears  still  tingled  from  a  recent  boxing,  and 
she  resolutel}^  kept  on  her  way  until  she  reached 
the  worn  steps  of  Number  One  and  scurried 
through  its  open  doorway. 

The  nice  distinction  between  a  flat  and  a  tene- 
ment is  that  the  front  door  of  one  is  always  kept 
closed,  and  the  other  open.  In  this  particular  in- 
stance the  matter  admitted  of  no  discussion,  for 
there  was  no  front  door.  The  one  that  originally 
hung  under  the  fan-shaped  Colonial  arch  had  long 
since  been  kicked  in  during  some  nocturnal  raid,  and 
had  never  been  replaced. 

When  the  gas  neglected  to  get  itself  lighted  before 
dark  at  Number  One,  you  had  to  feel  your  way 
along  the  hall  in  complete  darkness,  until  your  foot 
struck  something;  then  you  knew  you  had  reached 
the  stairs  and  you  began  to  climb.  It  was  just  as 
well  to  feel  along  the  damp  wall  as  you  went,  for 
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somebody  was  always  leaving  things  on  the  steps 
for  people  to  stumble  over. 

Nance  groped  her  way  cautiously,  resting  her 
bucket  every  few  steps  and  taking  a  lively  interest 
m  the  sounds  and  smells  that  came  from  behind  the 
various  closed  doors  she  passed.  She  knew  from 
the  angry  voices  on  the  first  floor  that  Mr.  Smelts 
had  come  home  "as  usual";  she  knew  who  was 
having  sauer-kraut  for  supper,  and  whose  bread 
was  burning. 

The  odor  of  cooking  food  reminded  her  of  some- 
thing The  hall  was  dark  and  the  beer  can  full 
so  she  sat  down  at  the  top  of  the  first  flight  and,' 
puttmg  her  lips  to  the  foaming  bucket  was  about 
to  drmk,  when  the  door  behind  her  opened  and  a 
keen-faced  young  Jew  peered  out. 

"Say,  Nance,"  he  whispered  curiously,  "have 
they  swore  out  the  warrant  on  you  yet?  " 

Nance  put  down  the  bucket  and  looked  up  at  him 
with  a  fine  air  of  unconcern. 

"Don't    know    and    don't    keerl"   she    said 
"  Where  was  you  hidin'  at,  when  the  fight  was  goin' 
on?"  ® 

"Getting  my  lessons.  Did  the  cop  pinch  the 
Clarke  guy?" 

"You  betcher,"  said  Nance.  "You  orter  seen 
the  way  he  took  on!  Begged  to  beat  the  band.  Me 
and  Danny  never.    Me  and  him— " 
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A  volley  of  curses  came  from  the  hall  below,  the 
sound  of  a  blow,  followed  by  a  woman's  faint 
scream  of  protest,  then  a  door  slammed. 

"  If  I  was  Mis'  Smelts,"  said  Nance  darkly,  with 
a  look  that  was  too  old  for  ten  years,  "  I  would  n't 
stand  for  that.  I  wouldn't  let  no  man  hit  me. 
I  *d  get  him  sent  up.    I  — ** 

"  You  walk  yourself  up  them  steps,  Nance  Mol- 
loy!"  commanded  Mrs.  Snawdor's  rasping  voice 
from  the  floor  above.  "  I  ain't  got  no  time  to  be 
waitin*  while  you  gas  with  Ike  Lavinsky." 

Nance,  thiis  admonished,  obeyed  orders,  arriving 
on  the  domestic  hearth  in  time  to  prevent  the  soup 
from  boiling  over.  Mr.  Snawdor,  wearing  a  long 
apron  and  an  expression  of  tragic  doom,  was  try- 
ing to  set  the  table,  while  over  and  above  and  be- 
neath him  surged  his  turbulent  offspring.  In  a 
broken  rocking-chair,  fanning  herself  with  a  box- 
top,  sat  Mrs.  Snawdor,  indulging  herself  in  a  con- 
tinuous stream  of  conversation  and  apparently  un- 
disturbed by  the  uproar  around  her.  Mrs.  Snawdor 
was  not  sensitive  to  discord.  As  a  necessary  ad- 
justment to  their  environment,  her  nerves  had  be- 
come soundproof. 

"You  certainly  missed  it  by  not  being  here!" 
she  was  saying  to  Mr.  Snawdor .  **  It  was  one  of 
the  liveliest  mix-ups  ever  I  seen !  One  of  them  rich 
boys  bust  the  cathedral  window.  Some  say  it'll 
cost  over  a  thousan'  dollars  to  git  it  fixed.    An*  I 
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pray  to  God  his  paw  'U  have  to  pay  every  cent  of 
hi" 

"  Can't  you  make  William  J.  and  Rosy  stop  that 
racket?"  queried  Mr.  Snawdor,  plaintively.  The 
twins  had  been  named  at  a  time  when  Mrs.  Snaw- 
dor s  loyalty  was  wavering  between  the  President 
and  another  distinguished  statesman  with  whom  she 
associated  the  promising  phrase,  "free  silver." 
The  arrival  of  two  babies  made  a  choice  unneces- 
sary, and,  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  one  of  them 
was  a  girl,  she  named  them  William  J.  and  Roose- 
velt, reluctantly  abbreviating  the  latter  to  "  Rosy  " 

"  They  ain't  hurtin'  ncthin',"  she  said,  impatient 
of  the  mterruption  to  her  story.  "I  wisht  you 
might  'a*  seen  that  ole  fool  Mason  a-lordin'  it 
aroun'.  an'  that  little  devil  Nance  a-takin'  him  off 
to  the  life.  Everybody  nearly  died  a-laughin'  at 
her.  But  he  says  he's  goin'  to  have  her  up  in 
court,  an'  I  ain't  got  a  blessed  thing  to  w^ar  'cept 
that  ole  hat  of  yours  I  trimmed  up.  Looks  like  a 
shame  fer  a  woman  never  to  be  fixed  to  go  no- 
where I"  ^ 

Mr.  Snawdor,  who  had  been  trying  ineffectually 
to  get  in  a  word,  took  this  remark  personally  and  in 
muttering  tones  called  Heaven  to  witness  that  it  was 
none  of  his  fault  that  she  didn't  have  the  right 
clothes,  and  that  it  was  a  pretty  kind  of  a  world 
that  would  keep  a  man  from  gettin'  on  just  because 
he  was  honest,  and  — 
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^  "  Oh,  shut  up! »  said  Mrs.  Snawdor,  unfeelingl)^- 
It  amt  yer  lack  of  work  that  gits  on  my  nerves; 
It  s  yer  bein'  'round.    I  'd  pay  anybody  a  quarter  a 
week  t-  keep  yer  busy  I " 

Nance,  during  this  exchange  of  conjugal  infelici- 
ties, assisted  by  Lobelia  and  Fidy,  was  rescuing 
sufficient  dishes  from  the  kitchen  sink  to  serve  for 
the  evening  meal.  She,  too,  was  finding  it  difficult 
to  bring  her  attention  to  bear  on  domestic  matters 
after  the  exciting  events  of  the  afternoon. 

"  An*  he  says  to  me,"—  she  was  recounting  with 
dramatic  intensity  to  her  admiring  audience— "he 
says,  *  Keep  oflFen  that  concrete.'  An'  I  says, '  It  '11 
take  somebody  bigger  'n  you  to  make  me! ' " 

Now,  of  course,  we  know  that  Nance  never  said 
that,  but  it  was  what  she  wished  she  had  said,  which, 
at  certain  moments  in  life,  seems  to  the  best  of  us 
to  be  quite  the  same  thing. 

"Then  what?  "said  Fidy,  with  a  plate  Puspended 
m  air. 

"Then."  said  Nance  with  sparkling  eyes,  "I 
sticks  my  foot  right  in  the  middle  of  their  old  con- 
crete, an'  they  comes  pilin'  offen  the  fence,  an'  Dan 
Lewis  he—" 

"  You  Nance! "  came  in  warning  tones  from  the 
other  room.  "  you  shet  your  head  an'  git  on  with 
that  supper.  Here  comes  your  Uncle  Ted  this  min- 
ute!" 

At  this  announcement  Nance  dropped  her  dish 
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towel,  and  dashing  to  the  door  flung  herself  into 
the  arms  of  a  short,  fat.  baldheaded  man  who  had 
just  come  out  of  the  front  room  across  the  hall 

''  Easy  there  I "  warned  the  new-comer.  "  Y<m 
am  t  aimin'  to  buii  the  engine  clean  offen  the  track, 
airyerr 

Nance  got  his  arm  around  her  neck,  and  her  arm 
around  his  knees,  and  thus  entwined  tliey  made 
their  way  to  the  table. 

Uncle  Jed  Burks,  uncle  by  courtesy,  was  a  boarder 
by  day  and  a  gate-tender  by  night  at  the  signal 
tower  at  the  railroad  crossing.    On  that  day  long 
ago  when  he  had  found  himself  a  widower,  help- 
less m  the  face  of  domestic  problems,  he  had  ao- 
cepted  Mrs.  Snawdor's  prompt  offer  of  hospitality 
and  come  across  the  hall  for  his  meals.    At  the  end 
of  the  week  he  had  been  allowed  to  show  his  grati- 
tude by  paying  the  rent,  and  by  the  end  of  the 
month  he  had  become  the  chief  prop  of  the  family. 
It  IS  difficult  to  conceive  of  an  Atlas  choosing  to 
burden  himself  with  the  world,  but  there  are  tem- 
peraments that  seek  responsibilities  just  as  there  are 
those,  like  Mr.  Snawdor.  who  refuse  them 

Through  endless  discomforts.  Uncle  jed  had 
Stayed  on.  coaxing  Mr.  Snawdor  into  an  acceptance 
of  his  lot.  helping  Mrs.  Snawdor  over  finandal  diffi- 
culties, and  bestowing  upon  the  little  Snawdors  the 
affection  which  they  failed  to  elicit  from  either  the 
maternal  or  the  paternal  bosom.    And  the  amazing 
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thing  WM  that  Uncle  Jed  always  thought  he  w^» 
receiving  favors  instead  of  conferring  them. 

"  What 's  this  I  hear  about  my  litUe  partner  git- 
tin'  into  trouble? "  he  asked,  catching  Nance's  chin 
m  his  pahn  and  turning  her  smudged,  excited  face 
up  to  his. 

Nance's  eyes  fell  before  his  glance.  For  the  first 
tune  since  the  fight  her  pride  was  mingled  with 
misgiving.  But  when  Mrs.  Snawdor  plunged 
mto  a  fresh  recital  of  the  aflFair.  with  evident  ap- 
proval of  the  part  she  had  played,  her  self-esteem 
returned. 

"  And  you  pay  Mason 's  fixin'  to  send  her  up  to 
the  juvenile  corrt?"  asked  Uncle  Jed  gravely,  his 
fat  hand  closing  on  her  small  one. 

"  Dan  Lewis  has  got  to  go  tool "  said  Nance,  a 
sudden  apprehension  seizing  her  at  Uncle  Jed's 
solemn  face. 

"Oh,  they  won't  do  nothin'  to  'em,"  said  Mrs. 
Snawdor,  pouring  hot  water  over  the  coffee  grounds 
and  shaking  the  pot  vigorously.  "  Ever'body  knows 
It  was  the  Clarke  boy  that  bust  the  window. 
Clarke's  Bottle  Works'  son,  you  know,  up  there  on 
Zender  Street." 

"  Was  it  the  Clarke  boy  and  Dan  Lewis  that 
started  the  fracas?  "  asked  Uncle  Jed. 

"  No,  it  was  mel "  put  in  Nance. 
Now,  Nance  Molloy,  you  lemmc  hear  you  say 
that  one  time  more,  an*  you  know  what  '11  happen  I " 
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nid  Mrs.  Sntwdor,  impressively.    "  You  're  fixin* 
to  make  me  pay  a  fine." 

"I 'm  mighty  sorry  Dan  Lewis  is  mixed  up  in 
it,"  said  Uncle  Jed,  shaking  his  head.  "  This  here 's 
his  second  offense.    He  was  had  up  last  year." 

"An'  can  you  wonder?"  asked  Mrs.  Snawdor. 
"  with  his  mother  what  she  is?  '* 

"  Mrs.  Lewis  ain't  a  bad  looker,"  Mr.  Snawdor 
roused  himself  to  observe  dejectedly. 

His  wife  turned  upon  him  indignantly.  "  Well, 
it 's  a  pity  she  ain't  as  good  as  her  looks  then.  Fer 
my  part  I  can't  see  it 's  to  any  woman's  credit  to 
look  nice  when  she 's  got  the  right  kind  of  a  switch 
and  a  good  set  of  false  teeth.  It 's  the  woman  that 
keeps  her  good  looks  without  none  of  them  luxuries 
that  ortcr  be  praised." 

"  Mrs.  Lewis  ain't  done  her  part  by  Dan,"  said 
Uncle  Jed,  seating  himself  at  the  red-clothed  table. 
"I  should  say  she  ain't,"  Mrs.  Snawdor  contin- 
ued. "I  never  seen  nothin'  more  pathetical  than 
that  there  boy  when  he  was  no  more  than  three  years 
old,  a-tryin'  to  feed  hisself  outer  the  garbage  can, 
an'  her  a  comin'  an'  a  goin'  in  the  alley  aU  these 
years  with  her  nose  in  the  air,  too  good  to  speak  to 
anybody." 

"  Dan  don't  think  his  mother  *s  bad  to  him,"  said 
Nance.  "  He  saved  up  his  shoe-shine  money  an* 
bought  her  some  perfumery.    He  lemme  smell  it" 

"Oh,  yes!"  said  Mrs.  Snawdor,  "she's  got  to 
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h«ve  her  perfumery,  in'  her  feather  in  her  h«t.  an' 
the  whitewash  on  her  face,  no  matter  if  Dan'i  feet 
are  on  the  groun'.  an'  his  naked  hide  shinin'  through 
his  shirt"  ^ 

;  VVell.  I  wish  him  an'  this  here  litUe  girl  wasn't 
nmced  up  m  this  business,"  repeated  Uncle  Ted 

J^^T  aI'^  "°  P/*"*  ^^'  **"*^'«>-  Seems  hke  I 
an  t  stand  fer  our  little  Nance  to  be  mixin'  up  with 
8hady  characters." 

Nance  shot  an  apprehensive  glance  at  him  and 
began  to  look  anxious.  She  h.d  never  seen  Uncle 
Jed  so  solemn  before. 

"  You  jcs'  remember  this  here.  Nancy."  went  on 
the  signalman,  who  could  no  more  refrain  from 
pointing  a  moral  when  the  chance  presented  itself 
than  a  gun  can  help  going  oflf  when  the  trigger  is' 
pulled;  "nothin'  good  ever  comes  from  brSkin' 
laws.    They  would  n't  a-bcen  made  into  laws  if 
they  was  n't  fer  our  good,  an'  even  when  we  don't 
see  no  reason  in  keepin'  'em,  we  ain't  got  no  more 
nght  to  break  through  than  one  of  them  engines  up 
at  the  crossing's  got  a  right  to  come  ahead  when 
I  signals  It  from  the  tower  to  stop.    I  been  handin' 
out  laws  to  engines  fer  goin'  on  thirty  year,  an'  I 
never  seen  one  yet  that  bus*  over  a  law  that  did  n't 
come  to  grief.    You  keep  on  the  track.  Sister,  an' 
watch  the  signals  an'  obey  orders  an'  you  '11  find  it 
pays  in  the  end.    An'  now.  buck  up.  an'  don't  be 
scared.    We  '11  see  what  we  can  do  to  git  you  off  " 
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"Who's  skeered?"  said  Nance,  with  a  defiant 
toss  of  her  head.    "  I  ain't  skeered  of  nothin'." 

But  that  night  when  Mrs.  Snawdor  and  Uncle  Jed 
had  gone  to  work,  and  Mr.  Snawdor  had  beUken 
himself  out  of  ear-shot  of  the  wailing  baby,  Nance's 
courage  began  to  waver.    After  she  had  finished  her 
work  and  crawled  into  bed  between  Fidy  and  Lo- 
belia, the  juvenile  court,  with  its  unknown  terrors, 
rose  before  her.    All  the  excitement  of  the  day  died 
out;  her  pride  in  sharing  the  punishment  with  Dan 
Lewis  vanished.    She  lay  staring  up  into  the  dark- 
ness, swallowing  va'iantly  to  keep  down  the  sobs, 
fiercely  rei  Jved  not  to  let  her  bed-fellows  witness 
the  break-down  of  her  courage. 
II  What  s  the  matter,  Nance? "  asked  Fidy. 

.u  "^  ?!  ^°V  "  ^^^  ^^^^'  ^°«s^y-     "  It  feels  like 
the  mside  of  a  oven  in  here! " 

"I  bet  Maw  forgot  to  open  the  window  into  the 
shaft,"  said  Fidy. 

"  Windows  don't  do  no  good,"  said  Nance; "  they 
just  let  m  smells.  Wisht  I  was  a  mani  You  bet 
I  would  be  up  at  Slap  Jack's!  Pd  set  under  a 
lectric  fan,  an'  pour  cold  things  down  me  an'  listen 
at  the  'phoney-graf  ever'  night  Hush!  Is  that 
our  baby?" 

A  faint  wail  made  her  scramble  out  of  bed  and 
rush  into  the  back  room  where  she  gathered  a  hot 
squirmmg  bundle  into  her  arms  and  peered  anx- 
iously mto  its  wizened  face.    She  knew  the  trick 
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hI'  li' 

ill  '■t' 


1  wo  other  beloved  scraps  of  humanity  had  Ixtn 

^«  away  from  her,  and  she  was  Jcely  deto^ 

aimed  to  keep  this  one.    Lugging  the  babv  toT. 

wmdow,  she  scrambled  over  S  sill 

The  fire-escape  was  cluttered  with  all  the  oara. 

ftre.  but  she  cleared  a  space  with  her  foot  and  sat 
down  on  the  top  step.  Beside  her  loomed  iCL^k 
warehouse  wall,  and  from  the  narrow  ,»,«^^y 
Wow  came  the  smell  of  garbage.  The  clanK 
cars  and  the  n,mMing  of  truclcs  mingled  wK 

vinskis  sweat-shop  on  the  floor  below.  Fromsoml 
whete  around  the  comer  came,  at  inte>^,Tte 
sharp  ay  of  a  woman  in  agony.    With^t  lis 

ZL^rt  T  ""  *<~  ''^■■«"--  '^  coming 
Md  going  of  a  human  life  were  no  mystery  to  her 

vam  to  stop  her  ears.  At  last,  hot,  hungry  lone- 
some, and  afraid,  she  hid  her  dirty  face  aSImtX 

S^JTmlJ';^^  """  *^  '^  -^^^ 

When  at  hist  the  child  fell  into  a  t«tless  sleen 

under  their  burden,  and  her  bare  feet  and  legs  smart- 
ing from  the  stings  of  hungry  mosquitos. 

By  and  by  the  limp  garments  on  the  clothe,  line 
overhead  began  to  stir,  and  Nance,  lifting  her  head 


"Her  tense  muscles  relaxed;  she  forgot  to  cry" 
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gratefully  to  the  vagrant  breeze,  caught  her  breath. 
There,  just  above  the  cathedral  spire,  white  and 
cool  among  fleecy  clouds,  rose  the  full  August  moon. 
It  was  the  same  moon  that  at  that  moment  was  turn- 
ing ocean  waves  into  silver  magic;  that  was  smiling 
on  sleeping  forests  and  wind-swept  mountains  and 
dancing  streams.  Yet  here  it  was  actually  taking 
the  trouble  to  peep  around  the  cathedral  spire  and 
send  the  fuU  flood  of  its  radiance  into  the  liiost 
sordid  comers  of  Calvary  Alley,  even  into  the  un- 
awakened  soul  of  the  dirty,  ragged,  teai  stained 
little  girl  clasping  the  sick  baby  on  Snawdor's  fire- 
escape. 

Something  in  Nrnce  responded.  Her  tense  mus- 
cles relaxed;  she  forgot  to  cry.  With  eyes  grown 
big  and  wistful,  she  watched  the  shining  orb.  All 
the  bravado,  the  fear,  and  rebellion  died  out  of  her, 
and  m  hushed  wonder  she  got  from  the  great  white 
night  what  God  in  heaven  meant  for  us  to  get 
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WHILE  the  prodigal  son  of  the  house  of 
Qarke  was  engaged  in  breaking  stained- 
glass  windows  in  Calvary  Alley,  his  mother  was  at 
home  entertainkig  the  bishop  with  a  recital  of  his 
virtues  and  accomplishments.  Considering  the  fact 
that  Bishop  Bland's  dislike  for  children  was  notori- 
ous, he  was  bearing  the  present  ordeal  with  unusual 
fortitude. 

They  were  sitting  on  the  spacious  piazza  at  Hill- 
crest,  the  country  home  of  the  Clarkes,  the  massive 
foundation  of  which  was  popularly  supposed  to  rest 
upon  botUes.  It  was  a  piazza  especially  designed  to 
offset  the  discomforts  of  a  Southern  August  after- 
noon and  to  make  a  visitor,  esjpecially  if  he  happened 
to  be  an  ecclesiastical  potentate  with  a  taste  for  lux- 
ury, loath  to  forsake  its  pleasant  shade  for  the  glar- 
ing world  without. 

"Yes,  yes,"  he  agreed  for  the  fourth  time,  "a 
very  fine  boy.  I  must  say  I  give  myself  some  credit 
for  your  marriage  and  its  successful  result." 

Mrs.  Clarke  paused  in  her  tea-pouring  and  gazed 
absently  off  across  the  tree  tops. 
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**  I  suppose  I  ought  to  be  happy,"  she  said,  and 
she  sighed. 

"Every  heart  knoweth  its  own— two  lumps, 

thank  you,  and  a  dash  of  rum.    I  was  saying 

Oh,  yes  I  I  was  about  to  remark  that  we  are  all 
prone  to  magnify  our  troubles.  Now  here  you  are, 
after  all  these  years,  still  brooding  over  your  unfor- 
tunate father,  when  he  is  probably  long  since  re- 
turned to  France,  quite  well  and  happy." 

"  If  I  could  only  be  sure.  It  has  been  so  long 
since  we  heard,  nearly  thirteen  years  1  The  last  let- 
ter was  the  one  you  got  when  Mac  was  '  -^m." 

"  Yes,  and  I  answered  him  in  detail,  suring  him 
of  your  complete  recovery,  and  expressmg  my  hope 
that  he  would  never  again  burden  you  imtil  with 
God's  help  he  had  mastered  the  sin  that  had  been  his 
undoing." 

Mrs.  Clarke  shook  her  head  impatient! 

"You  and  Macpherson  never  understood  about 
father.  He  came  to  this  country  without  a  friend 
or  a  relation  except  mother  and  me.  Then  she  died, 
and  he  worked  day  and  night  to  keep  me  in  a  good 
boarding-school,  and  to  give  me  every  advantage 
that  a  girl  could  have.  Then  his  health  broke,  and 
he  could  n't  sleep,  and  he  began  taking  drugs.  Oh 
I  don't  see  how  anybody  could  blame  him,  after  all 
he  had  been  through ! " 

"  For  whatever  sacrifices  he  made,  he  was  amply 
rewarded,"  the  bishop  said.    "  Few  fathers  have  the 
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disapproval  -I  d«,'  wldl  h'^^''  ~"«»»' 
up  entirely."  *""''''  »«  chose  to  give  me 

joys  the  fuU  confident  o^P      1"'  °'  °~  ^^o  «»- 

«»»°-  for  him  to  maCSt^  ^  "''  ""  "° 
member  sayine  those  v^T^T  °'  ^""^    I  «*- 

«ay  he  did  about  faft^""*  *"  ~^<'  J^ve  fdt  the 

«'f  against  «ntoM  »nSLr**?H?  r."""  "''"- 
would  have  meant  forT^  *  J}'"*  °^  wl»t  it 
f  on  to  have  a  Derson^,  ™"  °'  **■"•  <^arke's  posi- 
^„ot his  hoSwi "  '"""  ''*"■' '"'"■'» a "H- 

When  he  was  wtol^j'^l.^"  -^hing  dse. 

"'sagement  he  would  go 
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ation  to  your  child!"  ^nasme  the  humai- 

"iL??""''  '"^''^'  »•»*  '-^  touched 
I  had  forgotten  Mact"  she  said  "H-„  .i 
my  first  consideration,  must  n't  WT  "*""»"» 
for  him  to  bear  any  burd«  ,L?t  '."'""  ''"""' 
And  yet.  how  father  woS^tle  X^'h'"  S™" 
proud  he  would  have  been  oiZyJ^t^t?'^^ 
you  must  formve  nw  *«■■  i,.-     •  ""'  ""'*• 

old  and  being  tp^^y  mtt°l  ft*::^"'"* 
the  world—"  '  ^**  nobody  in 

"Now,  now,  my  dear  lady"  said  fh..  w  u 
:  you  are  indulging  in  morbid tnci«     wtJb'' 
knows  that  with  a  stroke  of  ihTZ^'u  ^^^ 

aU  the  financial  assistTe  from  ,^"  h'e  ^v'^" 

iivmg  more  n  his  dreams  than  in  reality  " 
Mr.  Clarke  smiled  through  her  tJs, 

Kfe     AZu'^'Vf''    "^^'^"'t  ^«k  much  of 

meant  happmess  for  him."  ^ 

"And  those  he  can  have  wherever  h*.  i«»      -j 

her  spiritual  adviser     "  NouTt        f       "'    ^^'^ 
-uviscr.       jvow  I  want  you  to  turn 
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•way  from  .1]  thest  gloomy  foreboding,  and  leave 
the  matter  entirely  in  God',  hands." 
•  And  you  thinlc  I  have  done  my  duty?  " 

faile^"^^-    V  "^  """^  '«*«  ""»  ^ 
taled  to  do  ba.    You  are  a  model  wife  and  an  at 

rrt2:r^"::;;-„i?— ^y- 

"■ITierel"  „id  Mrs.  Qarke,  smiling,  "I  know 

L?D  me  T*  f  *°"  coH-Pliments,  but  ti.^do 
help  me.  Now  let 's  talk  of  something  else  whUe 
Ipve  you  a  fresh  cup  of  tea.  TeU  me  w J  Ae 
board  d.d  yesterday  about  the  foreign  misrionW" 
ne  bishop  relieved  to  see  the  conversation 
lifting  mto  cahner  waters,  accepted  the  second  c^ 

Hfes^tr*'  °^'!*"  *'*  «'"«'  satUfactio.? 
vJl^  h  ?'.T  ""«*«""«  «o  the  sorrows  of  the 
very  rich  but  he  preferred  to  confine  his  spiritual 
visits  to  the  early  part  of  the  aftemoon,  leaXg  Ae 
latter  part  free  for  tea-drinking  and  the  ;ccle«a^a^ 
gossip  so  dear  to  his  heart.  v«*ic»«sucai 

del^li."  \'^^.  '*""«^  •"*  luxuriously  fa  his 

t^\J°^."^^  °'  °"'  8°°<»  *>«to"  take 
refage  m  the  old  excuse  that  charity  should  begin  at 

home.    It  should,  my  dear  Elise,  but  as  I  have  said 
before,  it  should  not  end  there  I " 

tion,  ae  bishop  helped  himself  to  another  sandwich, 
me  ^lecial  object  of  my  present  visit,"  he  said 
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"  aside  from  the  pleasure  it  always  gives  me  to  be  in 
your  delightful  home,  is  to  interest  you  and  your 
good  husband  in  a  mission  we  are  starting  in 
Mukden,  a  most  ungodly  place,  I  fear,  in  Manchuria. 
A  thousand  dollars  from  Mr.  Qarke  at  this  time 
would  be  most  acceptable,  and  I  shaU  leave  it  to  you 
my  dear  lady,  to  put  the  matter  before  him,  with  all 
the  tact  and  persuasion  for  which  you  are  so  justlv 
noted."  ■'      ^ 

Mrs.  Clarke  smiled  wearily. 

"I  will  do  what  I  can.  Bishop.  But  I  hate  to 
burdtti  him  with  one  more  demand.  Since  he  has 
bought  these  two  new  factories,  he  is  simply  worked 
to  death.  I  get  so  cross  with  all  the  unreasonable 
demands  the  employees  make  on  him.  They  are 
never  «itisfied.    The  more  he  yields,  the  more  they 

^T"      .f  if  ^^^^"«^  **"'"'  P^^'^°°«'  lawsuits, 
stnkes,  until  he  is  driven  almost  crazy." 

The  whirr  of  an  approaching  motor  caused  them 
botfi  to  look  up.  A  grizzled  man  of  fifty  got  out 
and,  after  a  decisive  order  to  the  chauffeur,  turned 
to  jom  tiian.  His  movements  were  quick  and  nerv- 
ous,  and  his  eyes  restless  under  their  shaggy  gray 

"Where  \  the  boy?  »  was  his  first  query  after  the 
greetings  were  over. 

"  He  went  to  choir  practice.  I  thought  surely  he 
would  come  out  with  you.  Had  n't  we  better  send 
tne  machme  back  for  him  ?  " 
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^JZ^  %  ^^  h««.f  to  ye.  «,. 
"""id^iog'Tf^i'SS^  ^  '»  ^  to  b. 

'.*««  have  bee„*JrS«  ^.'  ""  °'''«  P'-O" 
dirJ^  ^;:^.r"»«<'  "y  burning  inbition  in  any 

is  wonderfuBy  brieht  3S^.^   ,    f  '°"  •""'  "^ 
I  think  i.  fa  a;'i,^  j^t^"'^*"  application. 

**  lessons  sufficienflv  int«^^       u*^  •*""  "»*• 

his  attention.    SCS'SLn*^ '"■■"«•"• 

and  they  were  aU  wrrtchlT   vl^V"",*'  ~'^''' 

•  '■«  of  toying  a  tZ^:^^^^  ^l^nfbmk. 

t>«™liar  to  American  fa*,^    ..  ?*"*'^  P'"™'*'' 
lie  schools.    ThtilLTT'   ^  ^  ""t  to  the  pub. 

that 's  about  ^JZ  ZL^T"  T,  r  «'«•• 
"  Tru«»  *r,i.  "      .  J   .  ^^^  °^  *  school." 

meditativd;  "'i  1^^,^^'  """^  *«*  °t^' 
value  Of  th^  publLXlOu^  ^^iT"  T 
designed,  Mr.  Clarke,  ne/ther  1^;^'^^ 
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"w*    Their  ruJet  uul  Mm,w 

«WW  w«  forego  .S"**^?  **""*  "«' 
""nds  of  «w,e  u^l™!  *°  "<="™»ion  at  the 

by  the  tfty        "^"^  '°™« I*yici»n  appointed 

you  know  we  4ve^er^!J^^*  "*•«<'»■■*■    Do 
d>iW  to  be  vaccinatrtT"  *°  '*""*'«  «^« 

yo:'  ^-/Z 1 5^"^r^/--  -o  What 
her  cheek.  **'•  "arke  Mid,  pinching 

"  There  a«few'aS«f^  *°^«  *°  •»'  '«««. 

with  the  home.  ^T*.  "?"""  "'  *«  State 
child  labor.X  ins]^  .^^^  '«'*"*'°"  against 
tional  case^  it  i,TT  '  **"'?  '''ananted  in  excep- 

nation  of^:',:^^  otinTtS-ti;:;!'^' "'  "^  '^■ 

?ui«d  too  youne     me„  ^  ^^"^ '^""°*  •»  ac- 

teach  ,  mother  how  tofL  L'l!'./'"'™*'  '» 
where  to  educate  it  wL^  .**'"'  *''«'  and 
work,  the  Su'  ';^3  '"  tr  "'tT  •°-^''  '*  '° 
more  dangerous  tftlfefamafthJ^r  "  ""^'"^ 
te-hstic  and  Pauperi.i„7;^/f4,Sr- 


r 
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B«w«n  the  poor  mothen  who  u«  coiwanay  trvw 
"Vto  ,«  «»  childm,  into  the  ftctory.  ,S  4^ 

•»d  differmt  rukt  for  mothen  and  {athen    ". 
moAer'.  intaitioo  UtUmM  «nertn,  guWeto  thj 

a^^^  ""veway.    Her  mother'i  mtuiticd  aaz- 

b^«^  '•'  "^  °°"  ***^'"'*y'  "«  «•"•«  "^ 

nTai^^T^iT*  "°'*  *'"«''«  P"ti">e  than 

"  W^  Lord  wiU.  p«I„„  «rf  Ccgivl^ 

^^^^     vuuQiaoor  laws,  or  houaet  of  correc- 

"  ^  I  don't  fliink  the  bishop  means  that  at  an  I  " 

.  «»ther  kpowing  what  is  best  *^  her  dST  ^. 
Mac.  for  mslance.    Nobody  has  ever  mderstoS 
h^butm^    What  other  people  call  wilfS. 
mUy  so^tivenesi    He  can't  bear  to  be  critid»i 
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"^  *ajed  her  to  br«k  off  rtrupUy. 

Wlo  on  ««h  J.  ttat  over  then  beyond  the 
foontiinr"  the  uked.    "Whv   •««-  _.         j 
it'a  U..I     u    7,,  V"         "v'  "P*  "V  word, 
i^M«l-MMl"Aec.Uedinxio««ly.    "Com^ 

«n^J?^  •*«n«f«cedly  retraced  hi.  Wq*  «xJ  pre- 
•ratedhrni^Hontheptam.    Hi.  riK^Iid  JST 

'^,  *?"  ""^  *rty;  one  eye  wm  clowd. 

.-,      J'  °?  *"■'"« **"<" "  <»■■«'  hi'  mother,  her 
h^  det«h,d«r  giving  pUc.  to  one  of  ««"'cS^ 
c«n>.    you  ve  been  in  an  accident  I " 
She  had  flown  to  him  and  enveloped  him,  mud 

^LflT    ""  ^^  «nbrace^an  emlWfrom 
which  Mac  struggled  to  escape. 

"  I'm  a]l  right,"  he  insisted  impatiently.    "  Those 
kidsjaclc  of  the  cathednU  got  to^'bother^i^  u.^ 

"  You  mean  those  rowdies  in  the  aUey  of  whom 
^J^^y  ccn-P-ainingP"  del.ded  Z 

Jj^liT  •**?  ^^  **  i^*^  k««P  them 
^.  Bishop,  that  the«  children  can't  go   o  their 
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«lZ,it°K  l"^  •^'"^:  **'•  ""''*'"  «"  *e  bishop, 
~I«nnly8haku,8h.shead.    "  We  have  had  to  c^ 

^1*"^*^'  disreputable  element  back  of  us  for 
^rs.    On  two  occasions  I  have  had  to  complain  to 
Ae  aty  authorities.    A  ve^  bad  neighborhood.  1 
am  told,  very  bad  indeed." 
"But,  Mac  dearest,"  pursued  his  mother  anx- 

W  '  "w  *  '"^  *° ''™*  *«  *"■«'  »"«i  oat  of  his 
jMn  Were  you  the  only  boy  who  stayed  to  help 
Mason  keep  them  out?"  ^ 

Mac  jerked  his  head  away  irritably 

"Oh I    It    wasn't    that    way,    Mother.    You 

"That's  Mac  an  over," cried  Mrs.  Clarke.  "He 
woidd  n  t  claim  any  credit  for  the  world.  But  look 
at  the  poor  child's  hands  I  Look  at  his  eye!  We 
must  take  some  action  at  once.  Can't  we  swear  out 
a  warrant  or  something  against  those  hoodlums,  and 
have  them  locked  up  ?  " 

"J?"^^"'*'"!"^^'**^  ^'-  ^"^•^  quizzicaUy, 
have  n  t  you  and  the  bishop  just  been  arguing  tha 
the  State  ought  not  to  interfere  with  a  child  ?    That 
tfte  family  ties,  the  mother's  guidance—" 
"My  dear  Mr.  Clarke,"  interrupted  the  bishop. 
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'this,  I  assure  you,  is  an  exceptional  case.  These 
young  desperados  are  destroying  property;  they  are 
lawbreakers,  many  of  them  doubtless,  incipient  crim- 
inals.  Mrs.  Clarke  is  quite  right ;  some  action  must 
be  taken,  has  probably  been  taken  already.  The 
jamtor  had  instructions  to  swear  out  a  warrant 
^inst  the  next  offender  who  in  any  way  defaced 
the  property  belonging  to  the  cathedral" 

It  was  at  this  critical  point  that  the  telephone 
rang,  and  a  maid  appeared  to  say  that  Mr.  Clarke 
was  wanted.  Ti. .  bishop  took  advantage  of  the  in- 
terruption to  order  his  carriage  and  make  his 
adieus. 

"You  may  be  assured,"  he  said  at  parting,  "  that 
I  shaU  not  allow  this  matter  to  rest  until  the  offend- 
er are  brought  to  justice.  Good-by,  good-by,  my 
htUe  man.  Bear  in  mind,  my  dear  Elise,  that 
Mukden  matter.    Good-by." 

"  And  now,  you  poor  darling! "  said  Mrs.  Clarke 
ma  relieved  tone,  as  she  turned  her  undivided  at- 
teition  on  her  abused  son, "  you  shaU  have  a  nice  hot 
bath  and  a  compress  on  the  poor  eye,  and  whatever 
you  want  for  your  dimier.  You  are  as  white  as  a 
aheet,  and  stiU  trembling!  You  poor  lamb! " 
do^"-*    ^^^^  "*^   them  at   the   drawing-room 

^  "Mac!"  he  demanded,  and  his  face  wa..  stem, 
did  you  have  anything  to  do  with  the  brenkiar  of 
the  big  window  at  the  cathedral  ? " 


( »> 


4*  CALVARY  ALLEY 

^No,  «r,"  J^  faltered,  kicking  at  die  n«^ 

II  You  did  n't  even  know  it  was  broken?  " 

^  ev^ylwdy  was  throwing  rocks,  and  tliat 
oM,  crazy  Mason "  .  ""i  •«« 

"  But  I  thougjit  you  were  helping  Mason  ?  " 
..iJ"~*"  is— those  alley  micks— " 
That  win  dol  •'  his  father  said  angrily.    "  I  Ve 
i«*  tao.  «,tifi«l  to  have  you  at  th^dle  court 
n«rt  Fnday  to  answer  a  charge  of  destroying  pro^ 

And  you  dKint  have  the  grit  to  tell  the  trui  You 
h^tomel    You -11  go  to  bed,  sir,  without  your  S! 

,J^2:  °*'*«'V^y«  ""«  round  with  indignation, 
«rfAe  ™s  on  the  point  of  bursting  into  paSWe 
2~^whe„  a  warning  glance  from  her  husba.^ 
"tencedher.    With  a  sense  of  outraged  matemitv 

Pered.       Ifother  knows  you  didn't  do  it    You 

S^f  ^  •«* "™  "P -y'df  the  min«e  dinger 
That  night  when  the  moon  discovered  Nan« 

^»tow  «  Mac  Clarke  out  at  Haicrest    iSied. 
«»*«I.  and  comforted,  he  hy  in  a  silk^ped  M 
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^  be  plewant  to  record  that  ttTZdi^had 
fr''^'^,»i~«»<l  been  forgiven.    It^.^ 

^  got  the  better  of  him  in  the  conflict  of  the 


''si 


CHAPTER  IV 

JUVBNILS  COUST 

the%  '  w     ""^^  """■■"f  f°"o^  ihe  fight, 

f^«Iy"^!^  *^r"^'  court,  whi^'^t 
uicriy  used  fdr  the  police  court  was  iii«f  ,o  j-T 

and  the  air  just  as  stalV^a«  ;       •^'  ^  "^    *  **  ^^'^ 

«  janitor  brmhed  X^Xe^^^  ocaaonally 
the  grime  wa.,  moTtC^^^  '  "^'  •"' 
nook  and  aannv  hM  ^   .    **  ''*^  »»>  way 

nnlr^  '^   •"  *'  *°"'  «^o'  of  the  tinwash«I 

Wkempt  current  of  humanitv  «h.>  *~       unwasned, 

had  flowed  thn«»h Ta^  i",~  "^^  ^^^ 
fi^inal,  seemed  to  L^lf'',''  '«'.«"» 
back  trough  cu„o«^  to  Xe^^'  *""" 
experiences  in  the  cases  of  ♦!..  ™ar  own  sony 
ing  before  the  bi^^^^  ^'"^  °ff«'<'«"  w»it- 

On  the  bench  at  the  ,«r  of  the  room  the  delega- 
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tioo  from  aivaiy  AUey  had  !»»  =»j^      , 

Uncle  J«d  and  ^L^  „  ^  °*  '^  """^"n.  >>W 
toilet    A*  f^  V,      ™  "»<»«  no  pretense  at  . 

chin;  1.  t^^^J^r  r„^' """  """^  "  "« 
The  d,oe-,tring  »  h"  I^f^  ^T  "T^^™*!- 

disturbed.    Now  that  .1.1,^       ^  "^  "°"*«' 

of  the  affair.  K^b^  A  ^ """  "^'""' 
■""aking  i,  and  the^  tj^„td  ^^"'1^^ 
game  between  her  and  fht  cod^  a  A"^  * 
She  saw  no  reason  whaSlTn  **  ~P  ""^  *«»• 
to  loolc  so  «>lemA  """*  Jed  and  Dan 

»S[r^'t^<XTli;  '^^^  *°o^ "»'  into  a 

«h.r  rorr  ^e'tdttt  i'l"  f  °".*^ 

WTiat  day  of  the  month?" 
Day  before  rent  day  " 
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J^y^l^pt^tiht^wimhtrMuft^tat?    Four, 
■even,  mne,  three,  ten,  six,  fourteen."  ^ 

Nance  was  convinced  now  that  the  lady  wat 
crazy,  but  she  rattled  them  off  glibly 
"Very  good!    Now  if  the  litUe  hand  of  your 

Nance  pondered  the  nuitter  deeply 

.«  ^  ""  '^'^  '°  °"«*-  •»"  »'•«  had  the  cour- 
"*!  m*^^"?"^"""?  '^  hdd  her  point 

-inii^rwT'  '  ""''"''•    O-  ''«k  n™  t«  . 

«J^.f"'t.''"  hdund  the  spectades  broke  into  a 
"iile;  then  busmess  was  resttmed 

"  Shot  your  eyes  and  name  as  many  objects  as  von 
^w^out  stopping.  Uk.  ^,,  ^^,„i^^ 

^!Z.  '^'  "'^  "'^  •'<*^  ^'.  •»'«'. 

^Go  on,  quicker-keep  it  up.    Nut^  raisins. 

"  <^«'  »toye.  anok^  tub,  wash-board,  scrub  ne 
tul^  stove,  ashes."  '    *• 

"Keqiitupl" 

I  dunno  no  more;" 
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J  We  cin't  get  beyond  ashes,  eh?  "  said  th«  hrf^ 

"  I  dunno  that  one." 

'* ^  you  know  what  God  is? " 

Nance  felt  that  she  was  doing  badly     If  har  f r^ 

"  r:^  ».   .        . .  answered  at  any  cost. 

God,    she  said  laboriously,  "God  is  w^t  n«H* 
us.  and  a  cuss  word."  vioa  is  wiiat  made 

'      Many  more  questions  followed  before  •!,. 
sent  back  to  her  place  betw«^  tt    it?  **  "^^ 

Meanwhile    Uncle    T#H    «». 
Th*  7Z    T    ^^  "  *•  *««'on  of  the  door 
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"is, 
Si!;' 


on  the  otho.  by  his  father's  distinguished-looldng 
U^er     The  poly  evidence  that  the  amt3^ 
youth  had  ever  come  into  contact  with  the  riffraff  of 
Ca^vaiy  AJ  ey  was  the  smaU  patch  of  court-plaster 
above  his  right  eye.  *^ 

briskly  to  his  lawyer.    "Ask  him  to  get  through 

wiUi  us  as  soon  as  possible.    I  have  an  appointm«t 
at  twelve-thirty."  ^y^^uu^m 

Thekwyer  made  his  way  up  the  aisle  and  dis- 
appewed  through  the  door  which  all  the  morning 
^Jcta  swallowing  one  smaU  offender  after  a^ 

pla^toJ^*^  ^^*^***^^  *  ^"""^  '''^''^  "^^  ^'°"  *^« 
t1^^  ""1  ?^f  ^^^•^    Nance  MoUoyI    Dan 
heart,  knew  that  her  time  had  come. 
In  the  inner  room,  where  the  juvenile  cases  had  a 

pm^e  h^g,  the  judge  sat  at  a  big  desk,  scam4 
several  pages  of  type- written  paper.    He^JaTa 

yomig  judge  with  a  keen,  though  somewhat  weary 

B^M  T.''  ^""  ^^  compassionate  knowled^' 
But  Nance  did  not  see  the  judge;  her  gaze  wasT- 
eted  upon  her  two  arch  enemies:  Mason,  with  his 
nat  nose  and  pugnacious  jaw,  and  "  Old  Cock-eve  " 

"WeU,  Mr.  Mason,"  Mid  the  judge  when  the 
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^Zlr  5?"  '°  *•""»«  in*  what  took  placTuS 
S«nrd.y  afternoon  at  the  cathedral" 

Ma«»  clears  hi,  throat  «ul,  with  evident  ntis- 
fa«Km.  prcce^ied  to  ...  forth  hi,  versioTorS; 

^;HrcaTh,t,rrtatck^;:<>°- 

«Hl  the  big  boy  pick,  up  a  rock  and  heave,  it  .traiAt 
tli'u  the  cathedtal  window  "  ^^^ 

wJtT^/S^^"  '^^"'^  tunung  to  the  trim, 
«^^-i«*^,"°''°"*^  him -a  figure 
«™«gely  diSferent  from  the  ^ype  flat  muaUy  ^ 
U>««.  You  have  heard  what  flie  janitor  cbzrra 
you  with.    Are  you  guilty?"  v«™«»- cnaige, 

"Ye^  dr."  Mid  Mac. 

If?*J^"*  "'  *•  '''^'»«' '"»  «n  accident?  " 

b.^'ttX'"^""'"''*^"'*''"^."^" 
'^  Yes,  Sir." 

"  But  you  were  fighting  in  the  aUey  ?  " 


so 
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I  was  keeping  the  aUey  boyi  out  of  the  cathednH 
yard." 

"  That  ••  a  lie! "  came  in  shriU,  indignant  tones 
from  the  UtUe  girl  at  his  elbow. 

There  seems  to  be  some  difference  of  opinion 
here,"  said  the  judge,  putting  his  hand  over  his 
mouth  to  repress  a  smile  at  the  vehemence  of  the 
accusation.  "  Suppose  we  let  this  youn^  lady  £ive 
her  version  of  it"  •      ^  • 

Nance  jerking  her  arm  free  from  Mrs.  Snaw- 
dor  s  restraining  hand,  plunged  breathlessly  into  her 
story.  « 

"  He  was  settin*  on  the  fence,  along  with  a  parcel 
of  other  guys,  a-makin'  faces  an'  callin*  names  long 
afore  we  even  took  no  notice  of  'em." 

"  Both  sides  is  to  blame,  your  Honor,"  interposed 
Mason,  "  there  ain't  a  day  when  the  choir  rehearses 
that  I  don't  have  to  go  out  and  stop  *em  fighting." 

"Well,  in  this  case  who  started  the  trouble?" 
asked  the  judge. 

Mrs.  Snawdor  clutched  at  Nance,  but  it  was  too 
late. 

"  I  did,"  she  annoanced. 

The  judge  looked  puzzled. 

"  Why,  I  thought  you  said  the  choir  boys  began  it 
by  sitting  on  the  fence  and  making  faces  and  calling 
names." 

"  Shucks,"  said  Nance,  contemptuously,  "we  kin 
beat  'em  makin'  faces  an'  caUin'  names." 
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"  Wen,  how  did  you  stort  the  fight?  " 

erl^A^"^  *"*  ^^ '^'"^  "«***•*«?«  the  con- 
crete.   Didn't  you  now?" 

tJH^.  '^^'^^fi  »*«i«ht  ahead  of  him  and  re- 
fused  to  acknowledge  her  presence. 

hov,  .^^'1!!'"  "^^  ****  ^'"^'  "^^  you  choir 
b^  could  be  better  employed  than  in  teasing  and 

Mac  had  been  provided  with  no  answer  to  this 
question,  so  he  offered  none. 

"  Unfortimately,"  the  judge  continued,  "  it  ta  the 
fathers  of  boys  like  you  who  have  to  take  the  pun- 
ishment. Your  father  will  have  to  pay  for  the  win- 
dow.  But  I  want  to  appeal  to  your  common  sense 
and  your  sense  of  justice.  Look  at  me,  Mac.  You 
have  had  advantages  and  opportunities  beyond  most 
boys.  You  are  older  than  these  children.  Don't 
you  tiimk,  instead  of  using  your  influence  to  stir  up 
to>ublc  and  put  us  to  this  annoyance  and  expens^ 
it^would  be  much  better  for  you  to  keep  on  youVs^ 

dral  ^onc  r '  ^^  ^^^*  ^'^  °^  ^^  ^«- 

"  Yes.  sir,"  said  Mac,  perfunctorily. 
And  you  promise  me  to  do  this?  " 
'  Yes,  sir." 

^We  will  give  you  a  chance  to  make  your  promise 
r»d.  But  remember  your  name  is  on  our  record: 
If  there  is  any  more  trouble  whatever,  you  will  hear 


«« 
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jc«  behave.  hi.«el£.    You  mty^Sep  Il^i^iS^ 
And  now,  boy,  what  if  your  name?"       *"  P'«^ 
"  Dm  Lewis." 

-Oh.ye^  I  think  we  have  met  before.  What 
have  you  to  lay  for  yourself?" 

The  shoeless,  capless,  unwashed  boy.  with  his 
rwd  trousers  hitched  to  his  shoulders^y^L^  s^ 

"Nothing  he  said  doggedly. 
Where  do  yotf  live?" 

«  JJr*  **  ^*f**  ^***"  "*  "»w '« there." 
Where  IS  she  now?" 

.id?i  ^  •  "^^"^  f"**^  considerable  nudging  and 
side-gUmang  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Snawdo^ 
Me  s  went  to  the  country,"  said  Dan. 

**  Is  your  father  hving?  " 

"Idunna" 

"  Did  you  go  to  school  last  year  ?  " 
"No."  ^ 

^' Why  not?" 
**  Did  n't  have  no  shoes." 
'*  Does  your  mother  work  ?  " 
This  question  brought  more  nudges  and  glances 
from^Mrs.  Snawdor,  none  of  whi^wer.  ZZ 
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'""''•"Wiwfa     W^.      '  "»  »°^  to  tee  jroa 

"  f,"?  *■"  »'*  I ««»  you  a»t  it  *  oui.  I  ,.<.  i,a„j  ..iu, 

you  If  you  came  back  ?  "  ^ 

♦f. "  ^^  ^°°^  ^ "  *«  policeman  broke  in     "  it ». 
three  times  latelv  T  »v-  *«..  j  1!^     .  **  * 

- 1  mMr***  •**^  "°  J"*'"  °»n  said  hopd«s.I» 
uT^  »w.p«l  nothink  in  my  life."      ""P*^'' 

«p^  ««pi;  of  rSi  JJ^ "  ""-^  ••^'■°"'"' 


! 
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'He  ain't  no  worser  nor  nobody  dset  X»* 
^^•t."~'*J«"  He's  got  JdS'«j^? 
Ever  body  goes  an"  picks  on  Danny  'cause  he  ain't 

Z:^"^  '!!"/•'.  '"  Xi-    'T«i?ttoT'' 
Nance  ended  her  tirade  in  a  burst  of  tears. 

fair  Ani-^C"'"  *•  ^■"^•'  " ''  '•  e™"*  to  >» 
Sir^lT''-    ^°"  "°P  «=^"«  HOW  and  tdl  „» 

hJii'^  "°"°^'"  **  S^P*"'  **»«  •>«  «y«  on 
"How  old  are  you?" 
"  'Leven,  goin'  on  twelve." 

crjiin^'"'  "^^^  "^^  ^  °"*  °^  y°"'  «°«*J»  ^d  stop 

ove^hi::^^^:^ '^^  ^^" -^  *«  »-^ed  at  h^ 

" Nancy,"  he  said,  "are  you  in  the  habit  of  slio- 

"  Yes,  sir." 
"What  for?" 

"  Lookin'  at  the  pretties,  an'  seein'  if  there 's  anv 
nickels  under  the  seats."  ^ 

;;  You  want  to  buy  candy.  I  suppose?  " 
No.  sir.  a  bureau." 

JZ^  '^-'-'-'^ingprobati^,  officer  looked  up 
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«.-K.tr*'e  Sf  ""•  ^  -'  with  .  Z 
^So •.  I  won't  have  to  keq,  „,  dud.  under  the 

.hU^u  '  '  5°™"""*^*  ambition.  But  what 
abow  the«  other  charges;  truancy  f,^  «:hoS 
fightog  with  the  boy,,  throwing  „„^,  .JJ'^i 
I  never  th'ow  mud,  'ceptin'  when  I  -m  ,u-T'  . 
back,"  explained  Nance.  *"«  I  m  th  owm' 

"A  nice  distinction,"  said  the  judge.  "I,  thi. 
child's  mother  present?" 

M«.  Snawdor,  like  a  current  that  has  been  re- 
«™™d  too  long,  surged  eagerly  forward,  and  ov«- 

^J;"l~"y'~"°™'  '»»'"  completdy. 
WeU,  I  am't  exactly  her  mother,  but  I  'm  iust 

^t  f^  ^u       ®"*.'  ""^  "'  «»•  Smelts 
wnat  I  been  to  her  ever  since  she  was  a  helnleu 

afanthaby.    WhenB„dMoIIoyIaydyi^he«»to 
Ae^eman,  'You  ^  „y  ,J.„^^  '^'^ 

"  So  sne  'a  your  stepchild  ?  " 
"Yes,  sir,  an'  Bud  Molloy  was  as  clever  a  man 
«  mr  trod  shoe-leather.    So  was  CyJT 

ftrst    They  was  n't  what  you  might  call  as  L,,» 

a  man  as  Snawdor,  but  they  was  JiVfL"  """ 

ft  was  a  peculiarity  of  Mrs.  Snawdor'.  that  she 
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al^^ys  spckt  of  lier  previous  husbands  as  «k.  nof. 
withstanding  the  fact  that  the  virtu^  ^hX 

wnong  half  a  dozen. 

have^'  tot"  "Jl'^J"'^  ^"P"*^*'^-  "  what 
tove  3«i  to  say  about  the  character  of  this  little 

Mrs.  Snawdm-  shifted  her  last  husband's  hat  hm 
«-r^^.dea£h.rh««,totheWt.a«ibeg«,r 

whut  ftey  make  he#  out  She 's  got  her  faults.  I 
am  t  clamun'  she  airt  But  she  ain't  got  a  ^  of 
»«nn.ss  in  her,  an'  that 's  more  th«.  U^  ^{„ 

Mr  Ma«m  w,th  such  a  sudden  and  blighting  glance 
Oat  the  janitor  quailed  visibly.  »«     « 

j  J  ^  ^  '""*  *"^'  «»trdlii«  her  ?  »  asked  the 

wlt^°^?'  '".'^  "'•  She's  a  awful  good 
Z^-^T  ."•  """"  y°"  «"  h"  down  to  it. 
But  her  trouble  is  nmnin'.  Let  anything  happen  in 
a.e  alley,  an'  she's  up  an'  out  in  fte  Aick^n" 
I  m  jes  as  apt  to  come  home  an'  find  her  playin' 
^",7**«^'^»herarms,a,not  But  I  d^t 
have  to  dress  her  down  near  as  often  as  I  used  to'' 
Th«  you  would  n't  say  she  was  a  bad  chiM  ?  " 

A.  .2'  ^'""'l'"  '  ""Phatic  negative  was  arrested  in 
the  utterance  by  Mr.  Mason's  accusing  eye 
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weU,  I  never  leen  no  chad  that  was  a  an«I  •• 
»he  compromised.  ^^' 

.1,    ?7'.  \Z"  *'"*"''>'  her  the  other  day,  if 
*  aS°'  bd»ve  herself,  I  was  goin'  to  start^'her 

mJiJ^^'^J'''  *'  **"  *°  '*«>'  «»«  Christ- 
mas?   the  judge  proceeded  sternly. 

Herf^*  .!?'■    "'.«°'  "^  ■■»"'  *«  vaccination. 

««T.l-    r  ^°""  *°  *«  J""?*-  Nance!    He 
«ys  ef  they  has  to  vaccinate  'em  to  educate  'em 

thqram'tgoin' to  de  neither  one." 
"But  don't  you  know  that  we  have  compulsorv 

^tryo^;.'^*^'''    Hasn't  the  truantU::;: 

doJLller'^r"  '""''  ""-~"'''°"'  -"  -« 
"  Well,  not  as  many  times  as  Snawdor  says  he 
has.  Snawdor 's  that  iealous  he  don't  want  me  to 
have  no  gentlemen  visu.rs.  When  I  see  Z  tZn° 
officer  or  the  clock-man  comin',  I  just  keep  out  of 
sight  to  avoid  trouble." 
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the  meanwhde,"  he  Mid,  "  Nmcy  i,  growii*  »  Z 

child  go  «  ragged  «m1  dirty  as  thi,  o«\nd  to  r,^ 
fuse  her  an  education?"  «-«  ano  «  re- 

"  WeU.  «iool,  ain-t  what  they  wm  when  me  an' 

ftvdy.  They  no  more  'n  git  a  child  there  than 
ttqr  w«,  to  cut  out  their  palet,  or  put  spectac,  J^ 
»w    But  honest,  Judge,  the  truth  of  iVfa  I  can^ 

four  m^ts  m  the  week  at  the  postH,ffice,  an'  I  got 
to  hav^^jme  help  in  the  daytime.    Ileav;ittoA^ 

"  ft  1?"  '  "?'■"  ■""  ""  *"«'"  "id  the  j,«Jge. 
It  ii  yoor  business  to  have  her  at  school  ev^ 

mornmg  and  to  see  that  she  submits  to  the  regul^ 

^bod^  husband.    Why  don't  you  move  into  a 
aecmt  house  m  a  decent  neighborhood?  " 

•^  J^'  ?f ''  "°*'"'  *«  "»«"•  with  our  neieh- 
borhood.     If  you  'd  ies'  air  '^^  .„  c    .1.    t        * 
«m.     Tt.    '"  ".J**  Pt  on  to  fix  the  house  up 
•ome    The  roof  lealts  something  scandalous." 
Who  is  your  landlord? " 

hJ^'.**^  '•"  ""*  *'  "'"  «"d  Mrs.  Snaw- 
dor,  pomtmg  a  malicious  finger  at  Mr.  Clarke 

This   ..«^   dVto,  caus«l   considerable   diverton." 
"^  the  judge  had  to  call  the  court  sha^rfy  to 
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•' If  that  your  husband  in  the  rear  of  the  room? »» 
«e  asked  Mrs.  Snawdor. 

"Law.  no;  that's  Mr.  Burks,  our  boarder.  I 
begged  Snawdor  to  come,  but  he 's  bashful." 

"  Well,  Mr.  Burks,  wiU  you  step  forward  and  teU 
us  what  you  know  of  this  little  girl? " 

Unde  Jed  cleared  his  throat,  made  a  pass  at  the 
place  where  his  front  hair  used  to  be,  and  came 
torward. 

"Have  you  known  this  child  long?"  asked  the 
judge. 

"Eleven  years,  going  on  twelve,"  said  Uncle  Jed, 
with  a  twinkle  in  his  small  eyes,  "me  an*  her 
grandpa  fought  side  by  side  in  the  battle  of  Chicka- 
saw Bluffs." 

u  1  ^  ^^^  *'°'"**  ""^  ^^^^'"^  •*oc^'"  «wd  the  judge. 
Do  you  consider  her  incorrigible?  " 
"Sir?" 

^' Do  you  think  her  stepmother  is  able  to  contrd 

Uncle  Jed  looked  a  trifle  embarrassed. 

"Well,  Mrs.  Snawdor  ain't  whut  you  might  say 
regular  m  her  method.  Sometimes  she's  kinder 
rough  on  Nance,  and  then  again  she 's  a  heap  siriit 
too  easy."  *^    * 

"  That 's  a  God's  truth  I "  Mrs.  Snawdor  agreed 
fervently  from  the  rear. 

umP'!"  7"^  ****  ""'^  '^*^^^«'  »*  altogether  the 
cniids  fault?" 
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.iplTf' '''L?  "*"'*  "^  "  ^  *»•    She  jet' ghi  the^ 
signaU  mixed  sometimes,  that  *8  alL" 
The  judge  smUed. 

hiX*^!  •'"' X  *"'  •*=»"«  »«y  eaniMt  u  he  laid 
his  hand  on  Nance's  head.  '  «  "e  laia 

i.  "f  '^'^*  "  *"  ''*«  ""'«  1»M  was  to  once  «t 

Ul^t^f"  ^  '  ''"'«  *«  "eht,  sheTSo^ 

of  a  fo^f  f^      L^'i'  '""•^  ""  P"*' «  «^  foot 
of^a  forty-foot  embankment  with  a  engine  a-top  of 

.   "J^i  t  '  P'*"y  8ood  testimony  to  her  charac 
^"s«dthej«dg^    "It's our basLs,^T^ 

^J^ws  of  ,.,,    Nance,  yon  and  Dan  «.p  „p 

The  diildwn  stood  before  him,  breathing  hard. 
Kx*mg  hmi  straight  in  the  face. 
"  You  have  both  been  breaking  the  bw     It 's  a 

first  st^  on  the  down  grade.    But  I  don't  bdieve 

rJw  »^  ^°"  ^"  ■*"  "^y  'o  Uame.  I  am 
going  to  g,ve  you  one  more  chance  and  put  you  both 
onprobauon  to  Mrs.  Purdy,  to  ^bSy^»^ 
^ZVT'f;  I*M"-P"dymth^ro^?^ 

behtd  A  ''  •'?•  ^^  '"J^  fo™""'  ^  Stood 
^h.nd  them  with  a  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  a^ 

Nance  did  not  dare  look  around,  but  the.,  w«  .^ 
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thing  comforting  and  reassuring  in  that  fat  hand 
that  lay  on  her  shoulder. 

"One  more  complaint  against  either  of  you," 
cautioned  the  judge  impressively,  "and  it  will  be 
the  house  of  reform.  If  your  families  can't  make 
you  behave,  the  State  can.  But  we  don't  want  to 
leave  it  to  the  family  or  the  State;  we  want  to  leave 
It  to  you.  I  believe  you  can  both  make  good,  but 
you  11  have  to  fight  for  it." 

Nance's  irregular  features  broke  into  a  smile.  It 
was  a  quick,  wide  smile  and  very  intimate. 

"Fight?"  she  repeated,  with  a  quizzical  look  at 
the  judge.  "  I  thought  that  was  what  we  was 
pmched  fer." 
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CHAPTER  V 

ON  PROBATION 

FOR  a  brief  period  Nance  MoUoy  walked  the 
paths  of  righteousness.    The  fear  of  being 
"took  up"  proved  a  salutary  influence,  but  perma- 
nent converts  are  seldom  made  through  fear  of  pun- 
ishment alone.    She  was  trying  by  imitation  and 
suggestion  to  grope  her  way  upward,  but  the  light 
she  climbed  by  was  a  borrowed  light  which  swung 
far  above  her  head  and  threw  strange,  misleading 
shadows  across  her  path.    The  law  that  allowed  a 
man  to  sell  her  fire-crackers  and  then  punished  her 
for  firing  them  off,  that  allowed  any  passer-by  to 
kick  her  stone  off  the  hop-scotch  square  and  pun- 
ished her  for  huriing  the  stone  after  him,  was  a 
baffling  and  difficult  thing  to  understand. 

At  school  it  was  no  better.  The  truant  officer 
said  she  must  go  every  day,  yet  when  she  got  there, 
there  was  no  room  for  her.  She  had  to  sit  in  the 
seat  with  two  other  little  girls  who  bitterly  resented 
the  intrusion. 

"You  oughtn't  to  be  in  this  grade  anyhow  I" 
declared  one  of  them.    "A  giri  ought  to  be  in 
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the  primer  that  turns  her  letters  the  wrong  way." 
"  Well,  my  letters  spell  the  words  right,"  said 
Nance  hotly,  "an'  that's  more'n  yours  do,  Pie- 
Face  I" 

Whereupon  the  girl  stuck  out  her  tongue,  and 
Nance  promptly  shoved  her  off  the  end  of  the  seat, 
with  the  result  that  her  presence  was  requested  in 
the  office  at  the  first  recess.  ^ 

"  If  you  would  learn  to  make  your  letters  right, 
the  girls  would  not  tease  you,"  said  the  principal, 
kindly.  "  Why  do  you  persist  in  turning  them  the 
wrong  way?" 

Now  Nance  had  learned  to  write  by  copying 
the  inscriptions  from  the  reverse  side  of  the  cathe- 
dral windows,  and  she  still  believed  the  cathedral 
was  right  But  she  liked  the  principal  and  she 
wanted  very  much  to  get  a  good  report,  so  she  gave 
in. 

"All  right,"  she  said  good-naturedly,  "I*U  do 
'em  your  way.  An'  ef  you  ketch  me  fij^tin'  agin,  I 
hope  you  '11  lick  hell  outen  me ! " 

The  principal,  while  decrying  its  forcible  expres- 
sion, applauded  her  good  intention,  and  from  that 
time  on  took  special  interest  in  her. 

Nance's  greatest  drawback  these  days  was  Mrs. 
Snawdor.  That  wcMthy  lady,  having  her  chief  do- 
mestic prop  removed  and  finding  the  household  du- 
ties resting  too  heavily  upon  her  own  shoulders,  con- 
ceived an  overwhelming  hatred  for  the  school,  the 
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unknown  fchool-tetcher,  and  the  truant  officer,  for^ 

whom  ihe  had  hitherto  harbored  a  tUghtly  roniintic 
interest 

"I  ain't  got  a  mite  of  use  for  the  whole  lay-out," 
she  announced  in  a  sweeping  condemnation  one 
mommg  when  Nance  was  reminding  her  for  the 
fourth  time  that  she  had  to  have  a  spelling  book. 
"  They'  re  forever  wantin*  somethin'.    It  ain't  no 
use  beginnin'  to  humor  'em.    Was  n't  they  after  me 
to  put  specs  on  Fidy  last  week?    I  know  their  tricks, 
standm'  in  with  eye^octors  an'  dentists  I    An'  here 
I  been  fer  goin'  on  ten  years,  tryin'  to  save  up  to 
have  my  own  eye-teeth  drawed  an'  decent  ones  put 
m.    Snawdor  promised  when  we  got  married  that 
would  be  his  first  present  to  me.    WeU,  if  I  ever 
get  em,  they  ivill  be  his  first  present" 

"Teacher  says  you  ought  n't  to  leave  the  milk 
settm  uncovered  like  that;  it  gits  gcrmans  in  it," 
said  Nance. 

"  I  'd  like  to  know  whose  milk-can  this  is?  "  de- 
manded Mrs.  Snawdor  indignantly.  "  You  tcU  her 
when  she  pays  fer  my  milk,  it  '11  be  time  enough  fer 
her  to  tell  me  what  io  do  with  it  You  need  n't  be 
scurryin'  so  to  git  of.  I  'm  fixin'  to  go  to  market 
You  1  have  to  stay  an*  'tend  to  the  chUdren  'til  I  eit 
back."  *» 

XT '^"*  J/™  t^°'  to  rt  a  good  report,"  urged 
Nance.    "  I  don't  want  to  be  late." 
"  I  'U  send  a  excuse  by  Fidy,  an*  say  you  're  sick 
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m  bed.    Then  you  kin  lUy  home  aU  day  an'  git  the 
home  cleaned  up." 

"  Naw,  I  won't,"  said  Nance  rebeUioualy,  "  I  ain't 
goin'  to  miss  ag'in." 

"  You  're  goin'  to  shut  up  this  minute,  you  sass- 
box,  or  I  'U  take  you  back  to  that  there  juvenile 
court    Git  me  a  piece  o*  paper  an'  a  pencil" 

With  great  effort  she  wrote  her  note  while  Nance 
•tood  sullenly  by,  looking  over  her  shoulder. 

"  You  spelled  teacher's  name  with  a  little  letter," 
Nance  muttered. 

"  I  done  it  a-purpose,"  said  Mrs.  Snawdor  vindic- 
tively, "  I  ain't  goin'  to  spell  her  with  a  capital ;  she 
ain't  worth  it" 

Nance  would  undoubtedly  have  put  up  a  more 
spirited  fight  for  her  rights,  had  she  not  been  anxious 
to  preserve  peace  until  the  afternoon.  It  was  the 
day  appointed  by  the  court  for  her  and  Dan  Lewis 
to  make  their  first  report  to  Mrs.  Purdy,  whose  name 
and  address  had  been  given  them  on  a  card.  She 
had  washed  her  one  gingham  apron  for  the  occasion, 
and  had  sewed  up  the  biggest  rent  in  her  stockings. 
The  going  forth  alone  with  Dan  on  an  errand  of  any 
nature  was  an  occasion  of  importance.  It  some- 
how justified  those  coupled  initials,  enclosed  in  a 
gigantic  heart,  that  she  had  surreptitiously  drawn 
on  the  fenct, 

After  her  first  disappointment  in  being  kept  at 
home,  she  set  about  her  task  of  cleaning  the  Snawdor 
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flat  with  the  ardor  of  a  young  Hercules  attacking 
the  Augean  stables.    First  she  established  the  twins 
in  the  hall  with  a  string  and  a  bent  pin  and  the 
beguiling  belief  that  if  they  fished  long  enough  over 
the  banister  they  would  catch  something.    Next  she 
anchored  the  screaming  baby  to  a  bedpost  and  re- 
duced him  to  subjection  by  dipping  his  fingers  in 
sorghum,  then  giving  him  a  feather.    The  absorbing 
occupation  of  plucking  the  feather  from  one  sticky 
hand  to  the  other  rendered  him  passive  for  an  hour. 
These  preliminaries  being  arranged,  Nance  turned 
her  attention  to  the" -work  in  hand.    Her  method 
consisted  in  starting  at  the  kitchen,  which  was  in 
front,  and  driving  the  debris  back,  through  the  dark, 
little,  middle  room,  until  she  landed  it  all  in  a 
formidable  mass  in  Mrs.  Snawdor's  bedroom  at  the 
rear.    This  plan,  pursued  day  after  day,  with  the 
general  understanding  that  Mrs.  Snawdor  was  going 
to  take  a  day  off  soon  and  clean  up,  had  resulted  in 
a  condition  of  indescribable  chaos.    As  Mr.  Snaw- 
dor and  the  three  younger  children  slept  in  the  rear 
room  at  night,  and  Mrs.  Snawdor  slept  in  it  the 
better  part  of  the  day,  the  hour  for  cleaning  seldom 
arrived. 

To-day  as  Nance  stood  in  the  doorway  of  this 
stronghold  of  dirt  and  disorder,  she  paused,  broom 
in  hand.  The  floor,  as  usual,  was  littered  with 
papers  and  strings,  the  beds  were  unmade,  the 
wash-stand  and  dresser  were  piled  high  with  a 
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misccUaneous  collection,  and  the  drawers  of  each 
stood  open,  disgorging  their  contents.  On  the 
waUs  hung  three  enlarged  crayons  of  bridal  couples, 
in  which  the  grooms  were  different,  but  the  bride 
the  same.  On  the  dusty  window  sill  were  bottles 
and  empty  spools,  broken  glass  chimneys,  and  the 
clock  that  ran  ten  minutes  slow.  The  debris  not 
only  fiUed  the  room,  but  spilled  out  into  the  fire- 
escape  and  down  the  rickety  iron  ladders  and  flowed 
about  the  garbage  barrels  in  the  passage  below. 

It  was  not  this  too  familiar  scene,  however,  that 
made  Nance  pause  with  her  hand  on  the  door-knob 
and  gaze  open-mouthed  into  the  room.  It  was  the 
sight  of  Mr.  Snawdor  sitting  on  the  side  of  the  bed 
with  his  back  toward  her,  wiping  his  little  red- 
rimmed  eyes  on  a  clean  pocket  handkerchief,  and 
patting  his  trembling  mouth  with  the  hand  that  was 
not  under  the  quilt.  Heretofore  Nance  had  re- 
garded Mr.  Snawdor  as  just  one  of  the  many  dis- 
comforts with  which  the  family  had  to  put  up.  His 
whining  protests  against  their  way  of  living  had 
come  to  be  as  muca  a  matter  of  course  as  the  creak- 
ing door  or  the  smoking  chimney.  Nobody  ever 
thought  of  listening  to  what  he  was  saying,  and 
everybody  pushed  and  ordered  him  about,  including 
Nance,  who  enjoyed  using  Mrs.  Snawdor's  high- 
handed method  with  him,  when  that  lady  was  not 
present. 

But  when  she  saw  him  sitting  there  with  his 
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back  to  her,  cryinif,  she  was  puzzled  and  disturbed 
As  she  watched,  she  saw  him  fumble  for  something 
under  the  quilt,  then  lift  a  shining  pistol,  and  pla« 
the  muzzle  to  his  thin,  bald  temple.  With  a  cry  of 
terror  she  dashed  forward  and  knocked  the  weapon 
from  his  hand. 

"You  put  that  down!"  she  cried,  much  as  she 
would  have  commanded  William  J.  to  leave  the 
^tcher  knife  alone.    "Do  you  warn  to  kill  yer- 

Mr.  Snawdor  started  violently,  then  collapsing  be- 
side the  bed,  confes^d  that  he  did. 

"  What  fer?  "  asked  Nance,  terror  giving  way  to 
sheer  amazement. 

"I  want  to  quit  I"  cried  Mr.  Snawdor,  hysteric 
any.  I  cant  stand  it  any  longer.  I 'ma  plumb 
failure  and  I  ain't  goin'  to  ever  be  anything  else. 
If  your  maw  had  taken  care  of  what  I  had,  we 
would  n  t  have  been  where  we  are  at.  Look  at  the 
way  we  live!  Like  pigs  in  a  pen!  We 're  nothing 
but  pore  white  trash ;  that 's  what  we  are  1 " 

«ho^r'  ''^  ^'J^'  ^^  ^^*^  ^^'  ^^  on  his 
nf  i^fT""^^*"*^^  That  was  what  the 
CWke  bqy  had  aiUed  her.  And  now  Mr.  Snawdor, 
the  nominal  head  of  the  family,  was  acknowledging 
It  to  be  true.  She  looked  about  her  in  new  and 
quick  concern. 

'  I  'm  going  to  clean  up  in  here,  too."  she  said. 
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"I  don't  keerwhut  mammy  says.    It '11  look  better 
by  night;  you  see  if  it  don't." 

"It  ain't  only  that-"  said  Mr.  Snawdor;  then 
he  pulled  himself  up  and  looked  at  her  appealingly. 
You  won't  say  nuthin'  about  this  mornin'.  will 
you,  Nance?" 

"  Not  if  you  gimme  the  pistol,"  said  Nance. 

When  he  was  gone,  she  picked  up  the  shining 
weapon  and  gingerly  dropped  it  out  on  the  adjoin- 
ing roof.  Then  her  knees  felt  suddenly  wobbly, 
and  she  sat  down.  What  if  she  had  been  a  minute 
tater  and  Mr.  Snawdor  had  pulled  the  trigger? 
She  shivered  as  her  quick  imagination  pictured  the 
scene.  If  Mr.  Snawdor  felt  like  that  about  it,  there 
was  but  one  thing  to  do;  to  get  things  cleaned  up 
and  try  to  keep  them  so. 

Feeling  very  important  and  responsible,  she 
swept  and  straightened  and  dusted,  while  her  mind 
worked  even  faster  than  her  nimble  hands.  Stand- 
ards are  formed  by  comparisons,  and  so  far  Nance's 
opportunity  for  instituting  comparisons  had  been 
decidedly  limited. 

"We  ain't  pore  white,  no  such  a  thmg!"  she 
kept  saying  to  herself.  "  Our  house  ain't  no  worser 
nor  nobody  else's.  Mis'  Smelts  is  just  the  same,  an' 
If  Levmski's  is  cleaner,  it  smells  a  heap  worse." 

Dinner  was  over  before  Mrs.  Snawdor  returned. 
She  came  into  the  kitchen  greaUy  ruflBed  as  to  hair 
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and  temper  from  having  been  caught  by  the  hook 

left  hangmg  over  the  banisters  by  WiUiam  J.      ^ 

Gmmie  the  rocker  1"  she  demanded.    "Mvfeet 

w"^..^^  ' ''  r  "^^  "^  "«^'^^  '«»  a°'  S 
em  m  the  dump  heap."  * 

"Where  you  been  at?"  asked  Unde  Jed  who 
""r^l""^'  »  '^  of  bread  tr^Z  lit 
4.  irs^o^^^  *""""'  •"•  ""  '""' »°-  »  <» 

one  ^tlf ""'"""  "^'^  *''""  ""  ^"^  " 

t,J!l°'  ^""  "'ofWg^-lookin'  old  gentleman,  put- 
to  on  as  much  a.rs  as  if  he  was  movin'  into  the 
Walderastcma.    Nobody  knows  hi,  name  or  wh«e 

SL  ^  ^  «°  «»k«  »  hand  in  gcttin'  hi,  tWng, 
ui^oaded.    He  liked  to  never  got  done  tb^- 

Mr.  Snawdor,  who  had  been  sitting  in  dejected 
M^ence  before  his  untouched  food,  pushed  his  plate 
back  and  sighed  deeply.  ' 

"Now,  fer  heaven  rake,  Snawdor,"  began  hi, 
wife  m  tones  of  exasperation,  "can't  I  do  a  kind 
act  to  a  neighbor  without  a-rufflin'  yer  feathers  the 
wrong  way?"  '"urers  tne 

"I  cleaned  up  yer  room  while  you  was  gone" 
sa.d  Nance,  eager  to  divert  the  conversation  frl 
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Mr.  Snawdor.  "Uncle  Jed  an'  me  carried  the 
trash  down  an*  it  filled  the  ash  barrel  clean  up  to 
the  top.'*  *^ 

"WeU,  I  hope  an'  pray  you  didn't  throw  away 
my  insurance  book.  I  was  aimin'  to  clean  up,  my- 
self, to-morrow.  What  on  earth 's  the  matter  with 
Rosy  Velt?" 

Rosy,  who  had  been  banished  to  the  kitchen  for 
misbehavior,  had  been  conducting  a  series  of  deli- 
cate experiments,  with  disastrous  results.  She  had 
been  warned  since  infancy  never  to  put  a  button  up 
her  nose,  but  Providence  having  suddenly  placed 
one  in  her  way,  and  at  the  same  time  engaged  her 
mother's  attention  elsewhere,  the  opportunity  was 
too  propitious  to  be  lost. 

Nance  took  advantage  of  her  stepmother's  sud- 
den departure  to  cheer  up  Mr.  Snawdor. 

"We 're  gittin'  things  cleaned  up,"  she  said,  " I 
can't  work  no  more  to-day  though,  'cause  I  jrot  to 
report  to  the  lady." 

"  Ain't  you  goin'  to  slick  yerself  up  a  bit?  "  asked 
Uncle  Jed,  making  a  futile  eflFort  to  smooth  her 
hair. 

"I  have,"  said  Nance,  indignantly,  "an't  you 
see  I  got  on  a  clean  apron  ?  " 

Uncle  Jed's  glance  was  not  satisfied  as  it  traveled 
from  the  dirty  dress  below  the  apron  to  the  torn 
stockings  and  shabby  shoes. 


7»  CALVARY  ALLEY 

J121^  *?'*  'f"   **"  «»  «0U   lOClMt?"   ,«. 

g«»ted  Un  Snawdor,  who  now  returned  with  Row 
m  one  hud  and  the  button  in  the  other  ^ 

tne  tannly  and  when  it  was  suspended  on  a  black 

nbton  around  Nance',  neck.  it':S«i  C  wijft 

^t.^!^''    So  pleased  wa,  she  with  it,  ef! 

U«  It.    She  found  him  leaning  over  a  violin  case 
and  her  interest  was  fired  at  once 
"Gm  you  play  ftn  the  fiddle? "  she  demanded. 

lif?7i,T  '/"•'■'''  "^  "  *«  ■«»«.  black  suit 
hfted  his  head  and  smiled  at  her  over  hi,  gla«„ 

Yr;Jd";St£f/?j;^"'^" '<»•«'- 

Nance  regarded  him  gravely 

l^L"'  ^  '  ^"^^  or  a  Dago? "  she  asked. 
•He  gave  an  amused  shrug. 

"I  am  neither.    My  name  is  Mr.   Demorest 
^••^/?'"^''"'«™«hbor.  perhaps?" 

in  JX!"^    °?.^  °"  **  "■«*'-"  »*'<»  Nance,  adding 
m^a  tasmess-lUce  tone.  "Ill  be  down  to  dknce  ^ 

She  would  have  liked  very  much  to  stay  loneer 
for  the  old  gentleman  was  quite  unlike  an/r^. 
had  ever  talked  to  befo,*,  but  the  card  in  heTh^ 
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named  the  hour  of  two,  airf  tack  of  the  card  wa» 
Mr^  Purdy,  «id  back  of  Mrs.  Purdy  tae  juvenile 
court,  fte  on.  thing  i„  life  »  far  whce  aith^ 
Nance  had  seen  fit  to  acknowledge. 


CHAPTER  VI 

BUTTERNUT  LANE 

A  T  the  COTner  Dan  Lewis  stood  aside  like  a  de- 
^  posed  chieftam  whUe  his  companions  knelt  in 
w  exatcd  nng,  engrossed  in  a  game  sanctioned  by 
custom  and  forbidden  by  law.    Even  to  Nance's 

«^"1T  "  '"^i  '''^*'  ^"^  '"^'^  ^^^^  than 
usua^  and  his  scowl  deepened  as  she  approached. 

lamtgomV'hesaid. 

"  Yes,  you  are,  too.    Why  not?  "  said  Nance,  m- 
cons<*nuently.  ^ " 

"Aw,  it  ain't  no  use." 

"  Ain't  you  been  to  school  ?  " 

mJZ?l"  ^J^I""  ***  ^^  "«'"  ^^  Nance,  diplo- 
maticaUy.    ••  I  don't  know  where  Butternut  Lanc^ 

"  You  could  find  it,  could  n't  you  ?  " 

Nance  did  n't  think  she  could.    In  fact  she  de- 

veloped  a  sudden  dependence  whoUy  out  of  kecoinir 

wiA  her  usual  self-reliance.  ^^ 

'^is  seemed  to  complicate  matters  for  Dan     He 

irresolutely  kicking  his  bare  heels  against  the 
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cu*  Md  fl«,  ^acturtly  vert  to  fke  her  M  far 

S    S^^  '"^b*  ore  half  the  distance  wm 

S,r  wit  l^Te  r.  'r"'  *'*  "- 
...II—    M       *"-^'    ^^^^^  the  first  few  squares  of 

r^Iy  «  8>ri  and  treat<id  her  with  the  royal  equ^ 
hta  ^TT^I^  *•  *"""«'  *°  P"*  «  <!""«»  to 

de)'?^'''  °"'  "'""  "■''^^  ''^'  ""«■*'  "  '■«  »»'- 

''It's  kinder  murder.    You  wouldn't  ketch  me 
domett  „,o„g      I  ,^  ^  «,methi„gy^.,"'« 

Nan^     km  always  git  a  piece  of  b«ad,"  „id 

-l^t  ^^^T  '^  ^  "'*  «»"^«i<»- 
noo^"  ^^  *°  "'  "y^*  ""«  yi'terday 

II  Yer  maw  did  n't  come  in  last  night  ?  " 
1  spec'  she  went  on  a  visit  somewhere  "  said 
rnm,  whose  lip,  trembled  slighUy  despite  S^  st^p 

"  C^rf  "^  ■?'  "»"'""y  held  between  S 
„  ^°^d  n  t  you  git  in  a  window  ?  " 

Nope;  the  shutters  was  shut.    Maybe  I  doa'i 
w»ht  .t  was  December,  an'  I  was  fo-we^T" 
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"  Sammy  SmelU  works  an'  he  ain't  no  older  'n 
me,"  said  Nance.  "  You  kin  git  a  fake  certificate 
ter  a  quarter." 

Dan  smiled  bitterly. 

"  Where 'm  I  goin'  to  git  the  quarter?  They 
won't  let  me  sell  things  on  the  street,  or  shoot  craps, 
or  work.  Gee,  I  wisht  I  was  rich  as  that  Clarke 
boy.  Ike  Lavinski  says  he  buys  a  quarter's  worth 
of  andy  at  a  time !  He 's  in  Ike's  room  at  school." 
^  "He  i^asn't  there  yesterday,"  said  Nance. 
Uncle  Jed  seen  him  with  another  boy,  goin'  out 
the  railroad  tracki^' 

"I  know  it  He  played  hookey.  He  wrote  a 
excuse  an'  signed  his  maw's  name  to  it.  Ike  seen 
him  do  it.  An'  when  the  principal  caUed  up  his 
maw  this  momin'  an'  ast  her  'bout  it,  she  up  an' 
said  she  wrote  it  herself." 

Nance  was  not  sure  whether  she  was  called  upon 
to  admire  the  astuteness  of  Mac  or  his  mother,  so 
she  did  not  commit  herself.  But  she  was  keenly 
mterested.  Ever  since  that  day  in  the  juvenile 
court  she  had  been  haunted  by  the  memory  of  a 
trim,  boyish  figure  arrayed  in  white,  and  by  a  pair 
of  large  brown  eyes  which  disdainfully  refused  to 
glance  in  her  direction. 

"  Say,  Dan,"  she  asked  wistfully,  "have  you  got 
a  girl?" 

"  Naw."  said  Dan  disdainfully,  "  what  do  I  kecr 
about  girls?" 


BUTTERNUT  LANE 


77 

"^  •'T'^CUr^  l»y '«  got  two  or  three." 
.ubi«r*!I!l^r,  ?•"  "'*'  ^'  *»•  «"<»"«  the 

mWn,^     J^  "^^l  *•'  *"«  *»«">?"    And 
CX^,'^  "^  "^  ^'"'- ^  ^ -^t  in 

.  -^f*^'  »  f«*  io"in«  »quarej  during  which  Nanc 

revolving  wheels,  the  wagon  turned  into  a^rfd! 
street  .nd  they  were  oblig«l  ,o  walk  agata 

I  wonder  if  this  ain't  the  place?  "  she  said  as 
*^,*»T.'°j[8ht  of  a  low,  white  hoTl! 

r^r^  "'^^'^-  with  a  flower  garden  a 
one  side,  at  the  end  of  which  wa.  .  vi„„        i 
•ummer-house.  'ine-covered 

"  Here 's  where  I  beat  iti  '•  said  Dan,  but  before 
he  could  nuUce  good  his  intention,  the  ,im.t  imte 
hdy  on  the  porch  had  spied  th«n  ;nd  caTLS 
«g  d^n  the  walk,  holding  out  both  hands.   ^ 
WeU,  ,f  here  aren't  my  probationers!"  she 
^^  »  *»™.  ~"fortable  voice  which  seemed  to 
toX  w^d.'*       *"""'  ""*  "■"'  ""  '""d  best 
II  Let  me  see,  dear,  your  name  is  Mac  ?  " 
No,  ma'am,  it 's  Dan,"  said  that  youth,  tryine 
to  put  out  the  lighted  cigarette  stump  which  h7ha5 
hastily  thrust  into  his  pocket.  ""^  ««  h.J 

"Ah  I  to  be  sure  I    And  yours  is  — Maty?" 
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"  No,  ma'am;  it 's  Nance." 

at  Hil^^'  f  ^"'tl"  '"*^  *^^  "«^*  ^^y,  beaming 
at  them,    I  remember  perfectly." 

She  was  scarcely  taller  than  they  were  as  she 
walked  between  Uiem,  with  an  arm  about  the  Ld! 
der  of  each.  She  wore  a  gray  dress  and  a  wide 
wh  e  coUar  pimied  with  a  round  blue  pin  that  just 
matched  her  round  blue  eyes.  0„  each  side  of  her 
face  was  a  springy  white  curl  that  bobbed  up  and 
down  as  she  walked.  ^ 

.i,J'^°'^{  f'l  "^1^*  "^'^  ^  expectant  air,  when 
Aey  reached  the  house.  "Where  shall  we  begin? 
Something  to  eat  ? "  ^* 

^^Hcr  question  was  directed  to  Dan,  and  he  flushed 
"  No,  ma'am,"  he  said  proudly. 

»/*'j°*!  '^*^*'  ^*  ^  ^^«  ayes  Have  it."  said 
^o^a  neat  kitchen,  where  they  solemnly  took  their 

"My  visitors  always  help  me  with  the  lemonade," 
r„,  .^  T'^^r^^^"^'  *"^^'  ^^^"«  N^"^«  the  to. 
Suttre^^hn'^^'l'^^'"^*"^  Then  as  she 

scwningly  futile  questions  about  home  and  school 
and  play.  GraduaUy  their  answers  grew  from 
monosyllables  into  sentences,  until,  by  thi  Le  Sl^ 
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is.  •^  "*'  *'"™  *«  ««"'  to  Sunday 

Now  Sunday  school  had  no  charms  for  Nance 
On  the  one  occasion  when  curiosity  had  induodT; 
*?  f*?!""  *«  ^r«^  of  weU-dreied  cMdr«  il 

luusion.    It  was  a  place  where  Uttle  eirls  lifhCi 
m  a  Daaket    Nance  had  had  no  lace  petticoat  or 

^"K^*^?^eydid^.t*:rtril\?f^; 

do"*ALd'^!;'"  ^"  ""•  ^"'y-  "«Ws  will  never 

"S^l!^       r^'''°"'°"'^    Do  you  go?" 
S«netm.es  I  've  went,"  said  Dan.    "  I  like  ft." 

cou^n^k^.h^:""?"'  T  «^'""«  °"  Na„« 
wuia  not  keep  her  eyes  from  the  open  door     Thi^r*. 

-r::irhe^- *- 'S^  ^'^^ 

-,u:  1.    L  Dcwre.    The  one  green  soot  with 

« th^dHf 'r'"" ""  **  -^p'ot^  -r:^ 

on  each  side  of  the  amcrete  walk  leading  into  the 
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cathedral,  and  that  had  to  be  viewed  through  a  chink 
in  the  fence  and  was  associated  with  the  words. 
"  Keep  Out." 

When  all  the  lemonade  was  gone,  and  only  one 
cookie  left  for  politeness,  Mrs.  Purdy  took  them  into 
the  sitting-room  where  a  delicate-looking  man  sat  m 
a  wheel-chair,  carving  something  from  a  piece  of 
wood.  Nance's  quick  eyes  took  in  every  detail  of 
the  bright,  commonplace  room;  its  gay,  flowered 
carpet  and  chintz  curtains,  its  "  fruit  pieces "  in 
wide,  gold  frames,  and  its  crocheted  tidies  presented 
a  new  ideal  of  elegance. 

There  was  a  music-box  on  the  wall  in  which  small 
figures  moved  about  to  a  tinkling  melody ;  there  were 
charm  strings  of  bright  colored  buttons,  and  a  spin- 
ning-wheel, and  a  pair  of  bellows,  all  of  which  Mrs. 
Purdy  explained  at  length. 

"  Sister,"  said  the  man  in  the  chair,  feebly,  "per- 
haps the  children  would  like  to  see  my  menagerie." 

"Why,  dearie,  of  course  they  would,"  said  Mrs. 
Purdy,  "  Shall  I  wheel  you  over  to  the  cabinet?  " 

"  I  '11  shove  him,"  said  Dan,  making  his  first  vol- 
untary remark. 

"  There  nowl "  said  Mrs.  Purdy,  "  see  how  much 
stronger  he  is  than  I  am  I  And  he  did  n't  jolt  vou  a 
bit,  did  he,  dearie?"  ^ 

If  the  room  itself  was  interesting,  the  cabinet  was 
nothing  short  of  entrancing.    It  was  fuU  of  carved 
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animals  in  all  manner  of  grotesque  positions.  And 
the  sick  gentleman  knew  the  name  of  each  and  kept 
saying  such  funny  things  about  them  that  Nance 
laughed  hilariously,  and  Dan  forgot  the  prints  of  his 
muddy  feet  on  the  bright  carpet,  and  even  gave  up 
the  effort  to  keep  his  hand  over  the  ragged  knee  of 
his  pants. 

"  He  knows  all  about  live  animals,  too,"  chirped 
Mrs.  Purdy.  "  You  '11  have  to  come  some  day  and 
go  over  to  the  park  with  us  and  see  his  squirrels. 
There 's  one  he  found  with  a  broken  leg,  and  he 
mended  it  as  good  as  new." 

The  sun  was  slipping  behind  the  trees  before  the 
children  even  thought  of  going  home. 

"  Next  Friday  at  three  1 "  said  Mrs.  Purdy,  cheer- 
ily wavmg  them  good-by.  "  And  we  are  going  to 
see  who  has  the  cleanest  face  and  the  best  report." 

"  We  sure  had  a  good  time,"  said  Nance,  as  they 
hurned  away  through  the  dusk.  "  But  I  '11  git  a 
lickin'  all  right  when  I  git  home." 

"  I  liked  that  there  animal  man,"  said  Dan  slowly 
"an*  them  cookies." 

"  Well,  whatever  made  you  lie  to  the  lady  'bout 
bein'  hungry?" 

"  I  never  lied.  She  ast  me  if  I  wanted  her  to  give 
me  somethin'  to  eat.  I  thought  she  meant  like  a 
beggar.  I  was  n't  goin'  to  take  it  that  way,  but  I 
never  minded  takin'  it  like --like  — company" 
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Nance  pondered  the  matter  for  a  while  sUently 
then  she  asked  suddenly :  ^  '  *  > 

thL^A^'^*  '^  ^°""  *'*^  ^™^  ^^  white  tnish, 
they  don't  have  to  go  on  bein' it,  do  they?" 


II 


CHAPTER  VII 


AN  EVICTION 

'T^HE  three  chief  diversions  in  Calvary  AUey 
±  aside  from  fights,  were  funerals,  arrests,  and 
evictions.  Funerals  had  the  advantage  of  novelty 
for  Ufe  departed  less  frequently  than  it  arrived- 
arrests  were  in  high  favor  on  account  of  their  dra- 
matic appeal,  but  the  excitement,  while  intense,  was 
usually  too  brief  to  Se  satisfying;  for  sustained  in- 
terest the  alley  on  the  whole  preferred  evictions 

The  week  after  Nance  and  Dan  had  reported  to 
Mrs.  Purdy,  rumor  traveled  from  house  to  house 
«id  from  room  to  room  that  the  rent  man  was  put- 
ting tfie  Lewises  out.  The  piquant  element  in  the 
sittation  lay  in  the  absence  of  the  chief  actor. 
Mis  Lewis  herself  had  disappeared,  and  nobody 
knew  where  she  was  or  when  she  would  return 

For  n^y  years  the  little  cottage,  sandwiched 
be^veen  Mr.  Snawdor's  "  Bung  and  Fawcett "  shop 
and  Sfap  Jack's  saloon  had  been  the  scandal  and,  it 
must  be  confessed  the  romance  of  the  alley  It 
stood  behind  closed  shutters,  enveloped  in  mystenr, 
and  no  visitor  ventured  beyond  its  threshold.  The 
slender,  veiled  lady  who  flitted  in  and  out  at  queer 
hours,  and  whom  rumor  actuaUy  accused  of  some- 
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times  arriving  at  the  comer  in  "a  hack."  was  de- 
neighbors     She  was  quiet  and  weU-behaved-  she 

«^ll  K  ?r  '^'''  *^'  ""^Sfer  facts  upon  which 
gossip  built  a  tower  of  conjecture. 

As  for  Dan,  he  was  as  familiar  an  object  in  the 

!k!V1  'P^''^"^"  ^'^  *^  fi^"**-  <"•  the  stray  cats 
about  the  garbage  cans.  Ever  since  he  could  per- 
suade his  small  legs  to  go  the  way  he  wanted  th«n 

Ilh!^    /  u''"*"^.^''  °^"  '°""'*'  **'^^"&  nothing  of 

fn7^J;   f '"^  ^^'  ^"  '"^^^  "^hts,  and  becL- 

in!  ♦  V  ^  ?u  '"  "^y^"^'"^  **^  ^"*^*^°"«  that  seemed  to 

Airr*  hi     rJl'V?"/'"^'^'^  °^  *he  adult  world. 
All  that  he  asked  of  life  was  the  chance  to  make  a 

hTZnM    ^'l  u'  *"*^°"'^^  '**™^y  ^<^^hade  until 

seetd  t^'^'t'^"'  l^™^  ^««  °^  ^°"rt««»  which 
seemed  to  recede  as  he  approached.    Like  most  of 

the  boys  m  the  gang,  he  had  been  in  business  since 

he  was  six;  but  it  was  business  that  changed  its  na- 

^Zur""^'  rt '''  *°  ^  '^'"'^''^^  "^der  great 
difficulty.    He  had  acquired  proficiency  as  a  frap- 

^oo^r  only  to  find  that  the  professio7was  nTl 

prded  as  an  honorable  one;  he  had  invested  heavily 

m  pins  and  pencils  and  tried  to  peddle  them  out  on 

the  av«,ue,  only  to  find  himself  sternly  taken  in  hand 

by  a  detennined  lady  who  talked  to  him  about 

triTso'tr'ir  *'"'''•     Shoe-shining  had  been 
tried,  so  had  selling  papers,  but  each  of  these  re- 


AN  EVICTION 


85 


quired  capital,  and  Dan's  appetite  was  of  such  a  de- 
manding character  that  the  acquisition  of  capital  was 
well  nigh  impossible. 

From  that  first  day  when  the  truant  officer  had 
dnven  him  into  the  educational  fold,  his  problems 
had  mcreased.  It  was  not  that  he  disliked  school. 
C^  the  contrary  he  was  ambitious  and  made  heroic 
efforts  to  keep  up  with  the  class;  but  it  was  up-hill 
work  getting  an  education  without  text-books.  The 
city,  to  be  sure,  furnished  these  to  boys  whose  moth- 
ers applied  for  them  in  person,  but  Dan's  mother 
never  had  time  to  come.  The  cause  of  most  of  his 
trouble,  however,  was  clothes;  seatless  trousers, 
elbowless  coats,  brimless  hats,  constituted  a  series  of 
daily  mortifications  which  were  little  short  of  tor- 
ture. 

Twice,  through  no  fault  of  his  own,  he  had  stood 
alone  before  the  bar  of  justice,  with  no  voice  lifted 
m  his  behalf  save  the  shrill,  smaU  voice  of  Nance 
MoUoy.  Twice  he  had  been  acquitted  and  sent 
back  to  the  old  hopeless  environment,  and  admon- 
ished to  try  again.  How  hard  he  had  tried  and 
against  what  odds,  surely  only  the  angel  detailed  to 
patrol  Calvary  Alley  has  kept  any  record. 

If  any  doubts  assailed  him  concerning  the  mother 
who  took  little  heed  of  his  existence,  he  never  ex- 
pressed  them.  Her  name  rarely  passed  his  lips,  but 
he  watched  for  her  coming  as  a  shipwrecked  mariner 
watches  for  a  saU.    When  a  boy  ponders  and  wor- 
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ries  over  something  for  which  he  dares  not  askvan 
ei^uiafaon,  he  is  apt  to  become  suUen  and  preoccu- 
pied.  On  the  day  that  the  long-suffering  landlord 
served  notice,  Dan  told  no  one  of  his  mother's  ab- 
sence.  Behmd  closed  doors  he  packed  what  things 
he  could,  clumsily  tying  the  rest  of  the  household 
goods  m  the  bedclothes.  At  noon  the  new  tenant 
arrived  and,  in  order  to  get  his  own  things  in,  oblig- 
mgly  assisted  in  moving  Dan's  out  It  was  then  and 
then  only  that  the  news  had  gone  abroad. 

For  three  hours  now  the  worldly  possessions  of 
the  dubious  Mrsi  Lewis  had  lain  exposed  on  the 
pavement,  and  for  three  hours  Dan  had  sat  beside 
them  keepmg  guard.  From  every  tenement  window 
inquisitive  eyes  watched  each  stage  of  the  proceed- 
ing, and  voluble  tongues  discussed  every  phase  of 
Ae  situation  Every  one  who  passed,  from  Mr. 
Lavmski,  with  a  pile  of  pants  on  his  head,  to  little 
Kosy  Snawdor,  si  pped  to  take  a  look  at  him  and 
to  ask  questions. 

Dan  had  reached  a  point  of  sullen  sHence.  Sit- 
tmg  on  a  pile  of  bedclothes,  with  a  gilt-framed  mir- 
ror under  one  arm  and  a  flowered  water  pitcher 
under  the  other,  he  scowled  defiance  at  each  new- 
comer. Against  the  jeers  of  the  boys  he  could  reg- 
ister vows  of  future  vengeance  and  console  himself 
with  the  promise  of  bloody  retribution;  bat  against 
the  eiidless  queries  and  insinuations  of  his  adult 
neighbors,  he  was  utterly  defenseless. 
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"  Looks  like  she  had  everything  f  er  the  pirlor,  an' 
nothin'  fer  the  kitchen/*  observed  Mrs.  Sr  vdor 
from  her  third-story  window  to  Mrs,  Smelts  at  her 
window  two  floors  below. 

"  I  counted  five  pairs  of  curlin'  irons  with  my  own 
eyes,"  said  Mrs.  Smelts,  "an'  as  fer  bottles!    If 


I »» 


they  took  out  one,  they  took  out  a  hunderd.* 

"  You  don't  reckon  that  there  little  alcohol  stove 
was  all  she  had  to  cook  on,  do  you?  "  called  up  Mrs. 
Gorman  from  the  pavement  below. 

"Maybe  that's  what  she  het  her  curlin'  irons 
on  I"  was  Mrs.  Snawdor's  suggestion,  a  remark 
which  provoked  more  mirth  than  it  deserved. 

Dan  gazed  straight  ahead  with  no  sign  that  he 
heard.  However  strong  the  temptation  was  to  dart 
away  into  some  friendly  hiding  place,  he  was  evi- 
dently not  going  to  yield  to  it.  The  family  posses- 
sions were  in  jeopardy,  and  he  was  not  one  to  shirk 
responsibilities. 

Advice  was  as  current  as  criticism.  Mrs.  Gor- 
man, being  a  chronic  recipient  of  civic  favors,  advo- 
cated an  appeal  to  the  charity  organization;  Mrs. 
Snawdor,  ever  at  war  with  foreign  interference, 
strongly  opposed  the  suggestion,  while  Mrs.  Smelts 
with  a  covetous  eye  on  the  gilt  mirror  under  Dan's 
arm,  urged  a  sidewalk  sale.  As  for  the  boy  him- 
self, not  a  woman  in  the  alley  but  was  ready  to  take 
him  in  and  share  whatever  the  family  larder  pro- 
vided. 
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But  to  tU  Wggestions  Dan  doggedly  ahook  his 
wanted  was  to  be  let  alone. 

us  neighbors  is  goin'  to  take  a  hand." 

whtJi  H^"""!^  ^  ""*  "^^^^^^^  *«  «>™er  found 
which  his  mother  might  still  appear.    Not  a  figure 

had  ttmied  into  the  alley,  that  he  had  not  seeTh 
no^^a  clanging  car  had  stopped  in  the  street  beyond, 
that  his  quick  ear  had  not  noted. 

About  the  timf  the  small  hand  of  the  cathedral 
clock  got  around  to  four,  Nance  MoUoy  came  skip- 
ping  home  from  school.  She  had  been  kept  in  for  a 
too  spirited  resentment  of  an  older  girl's  casual  ob- 
jen^ation  that  both  of  her  shoes  wefe  forlTsaLe 

k^e  1h^'  1  *°  ^'  *^'^  "^^  conventions 
m  Ae  matter  of  foot-gear  were  intolerable.    No 

combination  seemed  to  meet  the  fastidious  demands 
of  that  exacting  sixth  grade. 

"  HeHo,  Dan  I  -  she  said,  coming  to  a  halt  at  sight 
for?"         *™*^^  pavement    'VWhat's  aU  this 

'^  Put  out,"  said  Dan  laconically. 

"  Did  n't  yer  maw  never  come  back  ?  *' 

**  Nope." 

.n^TI  t^^  "P  ^''^^  ^^  ^»  *h«  hedclothts 
ana  took  her  seat. 


AN  EVICTION 


89 


-  Whit  you  goin' to  do  ?"  she  asked  in  a  business- 
like  tone. 

"  Dunno."  Dan  did  not  turn  his  head  to  look  at 
her.  but  he  felt  a  dumb  comfort  in  her  presence. 
It  was  as  if  her  position  there  beside  him  on  the 
pUIoiy  made  his  humiliation  less  acute.  He  shifted 
the  water  pitcher,  and  jerked  his  thumb  over  his 
shoulder: 

••  They  aU  want  to  divide  the  things  an'  take  keer 
of  em  til  she  comes."  he  said,  "  but  I  ain't  goin'  to 
let  em. 

"  I  would  n't  neither."  agreed  Nance.  "  Old  man 
Smelts  an'  Mr.  Gorman  'd  have  what  they  took  in 
hock  before  momin'.  There 's  a  coal  shed  over  to 
Slapjack's  ain't  full.  Why  can't  you  put  yer  things 
m  there  for  to-night?" 

"  He  would  n't  let  me.  He 's  a  mean  old  Dutch- 
man." 

"  He  ain't,  neither!  He 's  the  nicest  man  in  the 
f^' "f*  *^  U°^^«  J«*  a«'  that  there  old  man  with 
the  fiddle.  Mr.  Jack  an'  me 's  friends.  He  gives 
me  pretzels  aU  the  time.    I '11  go  ast  him." 

A  faint  hope  stirred  in  Dan  as  she  slid  down  from 
her  perch  and  darted  into  the  saloon  next  door.  -She 
had  wasted  no  time  in  conjecture  or  sympathy;  she 
had  plunged  at  once  into  action.  When  she  re- 
turned, the  fat  saloonkeeper  lumbered  in  her  wake- 

"  Dose  tings  is  too  many,  already,"  he  protested. 
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"I  got  no  place  to  put  ny  coal  once  de  cold  vedder 
comes." 

"  It  ain't  cone  yet,"  aaid  Nance.  "  Besides  his 
mother  'A  be  here  to-morrow,  I  'spect" 

"  Mebbe  she  viU.  und  mebbe  she  von't,"  said  the 
saloonkeeper  astutely.  "  I  don't  want  dat  I  should 
mess  up  myself  mid  dis  here  piziness." 

**  The  things  ain't  goin'  to  hurt  your  old  coal  shed 
nonel "  began  Nance,  firing  up;  then  with  a  sudden 
change  of  tactics,  she  slipped  her  hand  into  Mr. 
Jack's  fat,  red  one,  and  lifted  a  pair  of  coaxing  blue 
«ye»-  "Say,  go  on  an*  let  him,  Mr.  Jack!  I  told 
him  you  would.  I  said  you  was  one  of  the  nicest 
men  in  the  alley.  You  ain't  goin'  to  make  me  out 
a  liar,  are  you?" 

"  VeU,  I  leave  him  p-t  'em  in  for  to-night,"  said 
the  saloonkeeper  grudgingly,  his  Teuton  caution 
overcome  by  Celtic  wile. 

The  conclave  of  women  assembled  in  the  hall  of 
Number  One,  to  carry  out  Mrs.  Snawdor's  threat  of 
"taking  a  hand,"  were  surprised  a  few  minutes 
later,  to  see  the  objects  under  discussion  being  passed 
over  the  fence  by  Mr.  Jack  and  Dan  undtr  the  able 
generalship  of  the  one  feminine  member  of  the  alley 
whose  counsel  had  been  heeded. 

When  the  last  article  had  been  transferred  to  the 
shed,  and  a  veteran  padlock  had  been  induced  to 
return  to  active  service,  the  windows  of  the  tcne- 
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ment  were  beginning  to  glow  dully,  and  the  imeli  of 
cabbage  and  onions  spoke  loudly  of  supper. 

Nance,  notwithstanding  the  fourth  peremptory 
summoos  from  aloft,  to  walk  herself  straight  home 
that  very  minute,  still  lingered  with  Dan. 

"  Come  on  home  with  me,"  she  said.  "  You  can 
sleep  in  Uncle  Jed's  bed  'til  five  o'clock." 

"I  kin  take  keer  of  myself  aU  right,"  he  said. 
"  It  was  the  things  that  pestered  me." 

"  But  where  you  goin'  to  git  ^er  supper  ?  " 

"  I  got  money,"  he  answered,  making  sure  that  bis 
nickel  was  stiU  in  his  pocket  "  Besides,  my  mother 
might  come  while  I  was  there." 

"  Well,  don't  you  f  ergit  that  to-morrow  we  to  ^  - 
Mis'  Purdy's." 

Dan  looked  at  her  with  heavy  eyes. 

"Oh!  I  ain't  got  time  to  fool  around  with  that 
business.  I  don't  know  where  I'll  be  at  by  to- 
morrow." 

"  You  '11  be  right  here,"  said  Nance  firmly,  "  and 
I  ain't  goin'  to  budge  .*  step  without  you  if  I  have  to 
wait  all  afternoon." 

"  WeU,  I  ain't  comin',"  said  Dan. 

•*  I  'm  goin'  to  wait,"  said  Nance,  "  an'  if  I  git 
took  up  fer  not  reportin',  it  '11  be  your  fault." 

Dan  slouched  up  to  the  comer  and  sat  on  the  curb- 
stone where  he  could  watch  the  street  cars.  As 
they  stopped  at  the  crossing,  he  leaned  forward 
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eagerly  and  scanned  the  passengers  who  descended 
In  and  out  of  the  swinging  door  of  the  saloon  behind 
him  passed  men,  singly  and  in  groups.  There  were 
children,  too,  with  buckets,  but  they  had  to  go 
around  to  the  side.  He  wanted  to  go  in  himself  and 
buy  a  sandwich,  but  he  did  n't  dare.  The  very  car 
he  was  waiting  for  might  come  in  his  absence. 

At  nine  o'clock  he  was  still  waiting  when  two  men 
came  out  and  paused  near  him  to  light  their  cigars. 
They  were  talking  about  Skeeter  Newson,  the  no- 
torious pickpocket,  who  two  days  before  had  broken 
jail  and  had  not  yei  been  found.  Skeeter's  exploits 
were  a  favorite  topic  of  the  Calvary  Micks,  and  Dan, 
despite  the  low  state  of  his  mind,  pricked  his  ears  to 
listen. 

"  They  traced  hi..i  as  far  as  Chicago,"  said  one  of 
the  men,  "  but  :here  he  give  'em  the  slip." 

"  Think  of  the  nerve  of  him  taking  that  Lewis 
woman  with  him,"  said  the  other  voice.  "  By  the 
way,  I  hear  she  lives  arotmd  here  somewhere." 

"  A  bad  lot,"  said  the  first  voice  as  they  moved 
away. 

Dan  sat  rigid  with  his  back  to  the  telegraph  pole, 
his  feet  in  the  gutter,  his  mouth  fallen  open,  staring 
dully  ahead  of  him.  Then  suddenly  he  reached 
blindly  for  a  rock,  and  staggered  to  his  feet,  but  the 
figures  had  disappeaared  in  the  darkness.  He  sat 
down  again,  while  his  breath  came  in  short,  hard 
gasps.     It  was  a  lie!    His  mother  was  not  bad! 
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He  knew  she  was  good.  He  wanted  to  shriek  it  to 
the  world.  But  even  as  he  passionately  defended 
her  to  himself,  fears  assailed  him. 

Why  had  they  always  lived  so  differently  from 
other  people,  Why  was  he  never  allowed  to  ask 
questions  or  to  answer  them  or  to  know  where  his 
mother  went  or  how  they  got  their  living?  What 
were  the  parcels  she  always  kept  locked  up  in  the 
trunk  in  the  closet?  Events,  little  heeded  at  the 
time  of  occurrence,  began  to  fall  into  place,  making 
a  hideous  and  convincing  pattern.  Dim  memories 
of  men  stole  out  of  the  past  and  threw  distorted 
shadows  on  his  troubled  brain.  There  was  Bob  who 
had  once  given  him  a  quarter,  and  Uncle  Dick  who 
always  came  after  he  was  in  bed,  and  Newt  —  his 
neck  stiffened  suddenly.  Newt,  whom  his  mother 
used  always  to  be  talking  about,  and  whose  name  he 
had  not  heard  now  for  so  long  that  he  had  ahnost 
forgotten  it  Skeeter  Newson  —  Newt — "The 
Lewis  Woman."  He  saw  it  all  in  a  blinding  flash, 
and  in  that  awful  moment  of  realization  he  passed 
out  of  his  childhood  and  entered  man's  estate. 

Choking  back  his  sobs,  he  fled  from  the  scene  of 
his  disgrace.  In  one  alley  and  out  another  he 
stumbled,  looking  for  a  hole  in  which  he  could  crawl 
and  pour  out  his  pent-up  grief.  But  privacy  is  a 
luxury  reserved  for  the  rich,  and  Dan  and  his  kind 
cannot  even  claim  a  place  in  which  to  break  their 
hearts. 


:  M 


94 


CALVARY  ALLEY 


It  was  not  until  he  reached  the  river  bank  and  dis- 
covered an  overturned  hogshead  that  he  found  a 
refuge.  Crawling  in,  he  buried  his  face  in  his  arms 
and  wept,  not  with  the  tempestuous  abandonment  of 
a  lonely  child,  but  with  the  dry,  soul-racking  sobs  of 
a  disillusioned  man.  His  mother  had  been  the  one 
beautiful  thing  in  his  life,  and  he  had  worshiped 
her  as  some  being  from  another  world.  Other  boys' 
mothers  had  coarse,  red  hands  and  Iioud  voices;  his 
had  soft,  white  hands  and  a  sweet,  gentle  voice  that 
never  scolded. 

Sometimes  when  she  stayed  at  home,  they  had  no 
money,  and  then  she  would  lie  on  the  bed  and  cry, 
and  he  would  try  to  comfort  her.  Those  were  the 
times  when  he  would  stay  away  from  school  and  go 
forth  to  sell  things  at  the  pawn  shop.  The  happiest 
nights  he  could  remember  were  the  ones  when  he  had 
come  home  with  money  in  his  pocket,  to  a  lighted 
lamp  in  the  window,  and  a  fire  on  the  hearth  and  his 
modier's  smile  of  welcome.  But  those  times  were 
few  and  far  between;  he  was  much  more  used  to 
darkened  ^rindows,  a  cold  hearth,  and  an  almost 
empty  larder.  In  explanation  of  these  things  he  had 
accepted  unconditionally  his  mother's  statement  that 
she  was  a  lady. 

As  he  fought  his  battle  alone  there  in  the  dark,  all 
sorts  of  wild  plans  came  to  him.  Across  the  dark 
river  the  shore  lights  gleamed,  and  down  below  at 
the  wharf,  a  steamboat  was  making  ready  to  depart. 
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He  had  heard  of  boys  who  slipped  aboard  ships  and 
beat  their  way  to  distant  cities.  A  fierce  desire 
seized  him  to  get  away,  anywhere,  just  so  he  would 
not  have  to  face  the  shame  and  disgrace  that  had 
come  upon  him.  There  was  no  one  to  care  now 
where  he  went  or  what  became  of  him.  He  would 
run  away  and  be  a  tramp  where  nobody  could  ask 
questions. 

With  quick  decision  he  started  up  to  put  his  plan 
into  action  when  a  disturbing  thought  crossed  his 
mind.  Had  Nance  Molloy  meant  it  when  she  said 
she  wouldn't  report  to  the  probation  officer  if  he 
did  n't  go  with  her  ?  Would  she  stand  there  in  the 
alley  and  wait  for  him  all  afternoon,  just  as  he  had 
waited  so  often  for  some  one 'who  did  not  come? 
His  reflections  were  disturbed  by  a  hooting  noise  up 
the  bank,  followed  by  a  shower  of  rocks.  The  next 
instant  a  mongrel  pup  scurried  down  the  levee  and 
dropped  shivering  at  his  feet 

The  yells  of  the  pursuers  died  away  as  Dan  gath- 
ered the  whimpering  beast  into  his  arms  and  exam- 
ined its  injuries. 

"Hold  stiU,  old  feUow.  I  ain't  goin'  to  hurt 
you,"  he  whispered,  tenderly  wiping  the  Wood  from 
one  dripping  paw.  "  I  won't  let  'em  git  you.  I  '11 
take  care  of  you." 

The  dog  lifted  a  pair  of  agonized  eyes  to  Dan's 
face  and  licked  his  hands. 

You  lemme  tie  it  up  with  a  piece  of  my  sleeve, 
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an'  I  'U  give  you  somethin'  to  eat,"  went  on  Dan. 
"  Me  an'  you  '11  buy  a  sandich  an*  I  'U  eat  the  bread 
an'  you  can  have  the  meat  Me  an  you  11  be  part- 
ners." 

Misery  had  found  company,  and  already  life 
seemed  a  little  less  desolate.  But  the  new-comer 
continued  to  yelp  with  pain,  and  Dan  examined  the 
limp  leg  dubiously. 

"  I  blieve  it 's  broke,"  he  thought.  Then  he  had 
an  inspiration. 

"  T  know  what  I  'U  do,"  he  said  aloud,  "  I  '11  carry 
you  out  to  the  anmial  man  when  me  an'  Nance  go  to 
report  to-morrow." 


CHAPTER  VIII 


AMBITION  STIRS 

AFTER  Nance  Molloy's  first  visit  to  Butternut 
Lan  life  became  a  series  of  thrilling  discov- 
eries. Hitherto  she  had  been  treated  collectively. 
At  home  she  was  "  one  of  the  Snawdor  kids  " ;  to  the 
juvenile  world  beyond  the  comer  she  was  "  a  Cal- 
vary Alley  mick  " ;  at  school  she  was  "  a  pupil  of  the 
sixth  grade."  It  remamed  for  little  Mrs.  Purdy  to 
reveal  the  fact  to  her  that  she  was  an  individual 
person. 

Mrs.  Purdy  had  the  most  beautiful  illusions  about 
everything.  She  seemed  to  see  her  fellow-men  not 
as  they  were,  but  as  God  intended  them  to  be.  She 
discovered  so  many  latent  virtues  and  attractions  in 
her  new  probationers  that  they  scarcely  knew  them- 
selves. 

When,  for  instance,  she  made  the  startling  ob- 
servation that  Nance  had  wonderful  hair,  and  that, 
if  she  washed  it  with  an  egg  and  brushed  it  every 
day,  it  would  shine  like  gold,  Nance  was  interested, 
but  incredulous.  Until  now  hair  had  meant  a  use- 
less mass  of  tangles  that  at  long  intervals  was  sub- 
jected to  an  agonizmg  process  of  rebraiding.    The 
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main  thing  about  hair  was  that  it  must  never  on  any 
account  be  left  hanging  down  one's  back.  Feuds 
had  been  started  and  battles  lost  by  swinging  braids. 
The  idea  of  washing  it  was  an  entirely  new  one  to 
her;  but  the  vision  of  golden  locks  spurred  her  on 
to  try  the  experiment.  She  carefully  followed  di- 
rections, but  the  tgg  had  been  borrowed  from  Mrs. 
Smelts  who  had  borrowed  it  some  days  before  from 
Mrs.  Lavinski,  and  the  result  was  not  what  Mrs. 
Purdy  predicted. 

"  If  ever  I  ketch  you  up  to  sech  fool  tricks  again," 
scolded  Mrs.  Snawdor,  who  had  been  called  to  the 
rescue,  "  I  'U  skin  yer  hide  off  I  You  've  no  need  to 
take  yer  hair  down  except  when  I  tell  you.  You  kin 
smooth  it  up  jus'  like  you  always  done.^* 

Having  thus  failed  in  her  efforts  at  personal 
adornment,  Nance  turned  her  attention  to  beautify- 
ing her  surroundings.  The  many  new  features  ob- 
served in  the  homely,  commonplace  house  in  Butter- 
nut Lane  stirred  her  ambition.  Her  own  room,  to 
be  sure,  possessed  architectural  defects  that  would 
have  discouraged  most  interior  decorators.  It  was 
small  and  dark,  with  only  one  narrow  opening  into 
an  air-shaft  Where  the  plaster  had  fallen  off,  bare 
laths  were  exposed,  and  in  rainy  weather  a  tin  tub 
occupied  the  center  of  the  floor  to  catch  the  drippings 
from  a  hole  in  the  roof.  For  the  rest,  a  slat  bed, 
an  iron  wash-stand,  and  a  three-legged  chair  com- 
prised the  furniture. 
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But  Nance  was  not  in  the  least  daunted  by  tl.e 
prospect.  With  considerable  ingenuity  she  evolved 
a  dresser  from  a  soap  box  and  the  colored  supple- 
ments of  the  Sunday  papers,  which  she  gathered  into 
a  valance,  in  imitation  of  Mrs.  Purdy's  bright  chintz. 
In  the  air-shaft  window  she  started  three  potato 
vines  in  bottles,  but  not  satisfied  with  the  feeble  re- 
suits,  she  pinned  red  paper  roses  to  the  sickly  white 
stems.  The  nearest  substitutes  she  could  find  for 
pictures  were  labels  off  tomato  cans,  and  these  she 
tacked  up  with  satisfaction,  remembering  Mrs. 
Purdy's  admired  fruit  pictures. 

"  'T  ain't  half  so  dark  in  here  as  't  is  down  in 
Smeltses,"  she  bragged  to  Fidy,  who  viewed  her 
efforts  with  pessimism.  "Once  last  summer  the 
sun  come  in  here  fcr  purty  near  a  week.  It  shined 
down  the  shaft.    You  ast  Lobelia  if  it  did  n't." 

Nance  was  nailing  a  pin  into  the  wall  with  the 
heel  of  her  slipper,  and  the  loose  plaster  was  drop- 
ping behind  the  bed. 

"  Mis*  Purdy  says  if  I  don't  say  no  cuss  words, 
an*  wash  meself  all  over  on  Wednesdays  and 
Sat'days,  she 's  goin'  to  help  me  make  myself  a  new 
dress!" 

"  Why  don't  she  give  you  one  done  made  ?  "  asked 
Fidy. 

"  She  ain't  no  charity  lady ! "  said  Nance  indig- 
nantly. "Me  an'  her's  friends.  She  said  we 
was." 
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"  What 's  she  goin'  to  give  Dan?  "  asked  Fidy,  to 
whom  personages  from  the  upper  world  were  inter- 
esting only  when  they  bore  gifts  in  their  hands. 

"  She  ain't  givin'  him  nothin',  Silly  I  She 's  let- 
tin'  him  help  her.  He  gits  a  quarter  a  hour,  an'  his 
dinner  fer  wheelin'  Mr.  Walter  in  the  park." 

"  They  say  Mr.  Jack  *s  give  him  a  room  over  the 
saloon  'til  his  maw  comes  back." 

"I  reckon  I  know  it.  I  made  him  I  You  jus' 
wait  'til  December  when  Dan  '11  be  fourteen.  Once 
he  gits  to  work  he  won't  have  to  take  nothin'  offen 
nobody!" 

School  as  well  as  home  took  on  a  new,  interest 
under  Mrs.  Purdy's  influence.  Shoes  and  text- 
books appeared  ahnost  miraculously,  and  reports  as- 
sumed a  new  and  excitin"  nificance.  Under  this 
new  arrangement  Dan  blossomed  into  a  model  of 
righteousness,  but  Nance's  lapses  from  grace  were 
still  frequent  The  occasional  glimpses  she  was  get- 
ting of  a  code  of  manners  and  morals  so  different 
from  those  employed  by  her  stepmother,  were  not  of 
themselves  sufficient  to  reclaim  her.  On  the  whole 
she  found  being  good  rather  stupid  and  only  con- 
sented to  conform  to  rules  when  she  saw  for  herself 
the  benefit  to  be  gained. 

For  instance,  when  she  achieved  a  burning  desire 
to  be  on  the  honor  roll  and  failed  on  account  of 
being  kept  at  home,  she  took  the  matter  into  her  own 
small  hands  and  reported  herself  to  the  once  de- 
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spised  tniant  officer.  The  result  was  a  stormy 
interview  between  him  and  her  stepmother  which 
removed  all  further  cause  oif  jealousy  on  the  part  of 
Mr.  Snawdor,  and  gave  Nance  a  record  for  perfect 
attendance. 

Having  attained  this  distinction,  she  was  fic«d  to 
further  effort.  She  could  soon  glibly  say  the  multi- 
plication tables  backward,  repeat  all  the  verses  in 
her  school  reader,  and  give  the  names  and  length  of 
the  most  important  rivers  in  the  world.  On  two 
occasions  she  even  stepped  into  prominence.  The 
first  was  when  she  electrified  a  visiting  trustee  by  her 
intimate  knowledge  of  the  archipelagos  of  the  east- 
em  hemisphere.  The  fact  that  she  had  not  the  re- 
motest idea  of  the  nature  of  an  archipelago  was 
mercifully  not  divulged.  The  second  had  been  less 
successful.  It  was  during  a  visit  of  Bishop  Bland's 
to  the  school.  He  was  making  a  personal  investiga- 
tion concerning  a  report,  then  current,  that  public 
school  children  were  underfed.  Bishop  Bland  was 
not  fond  of  children,  but  he  was  sensitive  to  any 
slight  put  upon  the  stomach,  and  he  wished  very 
much  tc  be  able  to  refute  the  disturbing  rumor. 

"Now  I  cannot  believe,"  he  said  to  the  sixth 
grade,  clasping  his  plump  hands  over  the  visible 
result  of  many  good  dinners,  "  that  any  one  of  you 
nice  boys  and  girls  came  here  this  morning  hungry. 
I  want  any  hoy  in  the  room  who  is  not  properly 
nourished  at  .lome  to  stand  up." 
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J^  WM  a  Mfcnce,  »nd  it  b^an  to  look  «  If 

"Apretiel^adiUpickle!" 
b«»7f!^''T'  ™*"*''»»>  for  «Khool  mi^t  have 

heani  fiv»M  i^f        ,     .    »^i»pc  01  tus  fiddle  was 
*«^  fran  below  dw  dropped  whatever  die  heW 

nrightohti*^  If*  r™"*'  •""  "'  ^  "hole 
that  he  ta^  h  J!t;  ^' *»f  »«»  »o.»«l  abro«i 
Z~,°*  '^•*  '•"»  'o  «»x  the  fairies  out  of  the 
wood,  and  actuaUy  into  the  shadows  of  Olvarv 
AUey  where  they  had  never  been  heard  of  tefo- 

^  It  °'  '""  *'■"""  °°  "«  knees  and  a  drde 
on  the  floor  around  him,  he  would  weave  a   "^j* 
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of  dram  and  ninbows,  and  people  it  with  aU  the 
^^J'l^^,  ^^^^  oi  Mdhood.  And  while  he 
tollced,  hit  ^n  cheeks  would  flush,  and  his  dim  eyes 
•hine  with  the  same  round  wonder  as  his  listeners: 

But  some  nights  when  the  chUdren  came,  they 
found  him  too  sleepy  to  teU  stories  or  play  on  the 
fiddle.  At  such  times  he  always  emptied  his  pockets 
of  smaU  a»ns  and  sent  the  youngsters  scampering 
away  to  find  the  popcorn  man.  Then  he  would 
•tand  unsteadily  at  the  door  and  watch  them  go,  with 
a  wistful,  disappointed  look  on  his  tired  old  face. 

Nance  overheard  her  elders  whispering  that  "  he 
took  something,"  and  she  greatly  feared  that  he 
would,  meet  a  f  c  similar  to  that  of  Joe  Smelts.    In 
Joes  case  it  \  as  an  overcoat,  and  he  had  been 
forced  to  accept  the  hospitality  of  the  State  for 
Airty  days.    Nance's  mind  was  greatly  relieved  to 
find  that  it  was  only  powders  that  Mr.  Demry  took 
— powders  that  made  him  walk  queer  and  talk  queer 
and  forget  sometimes  where  he  lived.    Then  it  was 
that  the  children  accepted  him  as  their  special 
charge.    They  would  go  to  his  rescue  wherever  they 
found  him  and  guide  his  wandering  footsteps  into 
the  haven  of  Calvary  Alley. 

"He's  a  has-benn,"  Mrs.  Snawdor  declared  to 
Uncle  Jed.  "  You  an'  me  are  never-wases,  but  that 
old  gent  has  seen  better  days.  They  tcU  me  that 
settm  down  in  the  orchestry,  he  looks  fine.  That 's 
the  reason  his  coat 's  always  ,0  much  better  'n  his 
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tovri  Uncle  J«^  quite  ~  much.  *.  fo„^  ^ 

^  m  .donng  «lence;  then  d«  would  inva^y 

"  &)  on  an- teU  me  about  her,  Mr.  Demry  J " 

Md  «andmg  behind  her,  with  his  fine  Knritive 

hand,  on  her  shoulder,,  Mr.  Dem^r  would  ^™! 

derful  stories  of  the  litUe  girl  who  C  on«  II 

h«.    And  as  he  talked,  the  delicate  prZ  He^ 

1-^a.on  and  furnishing  an  object  for"J:f 

mi«L^nf  ?'*  ^°*?'  had  been  her  chief  ad- 
miration. Birdie  was  fourteen  and  wore  FrJ^i. 
heel,  and  a  pompadour  and  had^u^  Ste^ 
work«.  in  the  ten^ent  store  until  hT^phi^'^^ 
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erowty  with  the  glass  beads  on  her  counter  resulted 
in  her  being  sent  to  a  refomutory.  But  Birdie's 
bold  attractions  suffered  in  comparison  with  the  elu- 
live  charm  of  the  pink  and  white  goddess  with  the 
golden  curl 

This  change  marked  the  dawn  of  romance  in 
Nance's  soul.  Up  to  this  time  she  had  demanded 
of  Mr.  Demry  the  most "  scareful "  stories  he  knew, 
but  from  now  on  Blue  Beard  and  Jack,  the  Giant- 
KiUer  had  to  make  way  for  Cinderella  and  the 
Sleeping  Beauty.  She  went  about  with  her  head 
full  of  dreams,  and  eyes  that  looked  into  an  invis- 
ible world.  It  was  not  that  the  juvenile  politics  of 
the  aUey  were  less  interesting,  or  the  street  fights  or 
adventures  of  the  gang  less  thrilling.  It  was  sim- 
ply that  life  had  become  absorbingly  fuU  of  other 
things. 

As  the  months  passed  Mrs.  Snawdor  spent  less 
and  less  time  at  home.  She  seemed  to  think  that 
when  she  gave  her  nights  on  her  knees  for  her 
family,  she  was  entitled  to  use  the  remaining  wak- 
ing hours  for  recreation.  This  took  the  form  of 
untiring  attention  to  other  people's  business.  She 
canvassed  the  alley  for  delinquent  husbands  to  ad- 
monish, for  weddings  to  arrange,  for  funerals  to 
supervise  — the  last  being  a  specialty,  owing  to  ex- 
perience under  the  late  Mr.  Yager. 

Upon  one  of  the  occasions  when  she  was  superin- 
tending the  entrance  of  a  neighboring  baby  into  the 
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world,  her  own  made  a  hurried  exit  Abanana^nd 
a  stick  of  licorice  proved  too  stimulating  a  diet  for 
him  and  he  closed  his  eyes  permanently  on  a  world 
that  had  offered  few  attractions. 

It  was  Nance  who.  having  mothered  him  from  his 
birth,  worked  with  him  through  the  long  night  of 
agony;  and  who,  when  the  end  came,  cut  the  faded 
cottwi  Howers  from  her  hat  to  put  in  the  tiny  claw- 
hkc  hand  that  had  never  touched  a  real  blossom; 
and  It  w«i  Nance's  heart  that  broke  when  they  took 
him  away. 

It  is  doubtful  Whether  any  abstract  moral  appeal 
could  have  awakened  her  as  did  the  going  out  of 
that  httle  futile  Ufe.  It  stirred  her  deepesfsympa- 
thies  and  affections,  and  connected  her  for  the  first 
time  with  the  forces  that  make  for  moral  and  social 
progress. 

"He  wouldn't  a-went  if  we'd  treated  him 
right!  she  complained  bitterly  to  Mr.  Snawdor  a 
week  later.  «  He  never  had  no  sunshine,  nor  fresh 
air,  nor  nothin'.  You  can't  expect  a  baby  to  live 
where  a  sweet-potato  vine  can't! " 

"  "w  '"  ^^  ""^  **"  "'^•"  ^^^  Mr.  Snawdor, 
what  with  the  funeral,  an'  the  coal  out,  an'  the  rent 
due,  I^  m  at  the  end  of  my  rope.  I  told  her  it  was 
comm .  But  she  would  have  a  white  coffin  an'  six 
hacks.  They  'U  have  to  set  us  out  in  the  street  f er 
all  I  can  see!"  ^^  »« 

Nance  looked  at  him  apprehensively. 
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"  Wdl,  wc  better  be  doin'  somethin,"  she  said. 
Can't  Uncle  Jed  help  us?" 


"  I  ain't  goin'  to  let  him.  He 's  paid  my  tk:x  fer 
the  last  time." 

This  unexpected  flare  of  independence  in  Mr. 
Snawiior  was  disturbing.  The  Snawdor  family 
without  Uncle  Jed  was  like  a  row  of  stitches 
from  which  the  knitting  needle  has  been  with- 
drawn. 

"  If  I  was  two  years  older,  I  could  go  to  work," 
said  Nance,  thinking  of  Dan,  who  was  now  on  the 
pay-roll  of  Clarke's  Bottle  Factory. 

"It  ain't  right  to  make  you  stop  school,"  said 
Mr.  Snawdor.    "  It  ain't  bein'  fair  to  you." 

"I'd  do  it  all  right,"  said  Nance,  fired  by  his 
magnanimity,  "only  they're  on  to  me  now  I've 
reported  myself.  Ain't  you  makin'  any  money  at 
the  shop?" 

Mr.  Snawdor  shook  his  head. 

"  I  might  if  I  was  willin'  to  buy  junk.  But  you 
know  where  them  boys  gets  their  stuff." 

Nance  nodded  wisely. 

"The  gang  bust  into  a  empty  house  last  night 
an'  cut  out  all  the  lead  pipes.  I  seen  'em  comin' 
home  with  it" 

Mr.  Snawdor  rose  and  went  to  the  window. 

"There  ain't  no  diance  fer  a  honest  man,"  he 
said  miserably.  "I'm  sick  o'  livin',  that's  whut 
1  am.    I  am  ready  to  quit." 
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mestic  problems  impatiently  aside. 

"Fer  goodness'  sake  don't  come  tellin'  me  no 
more  hard-  uck  tales.  Ain't  I  got  troubles  enough 
of  my  own?  Nance,  soon 's  you  git  through,  go  ^t 
me  a  bucket  o  beer,  an'  if  you  see  any  of  Ae  J. 
marjs.  say  I  'U  stop  in  this  evenin'  on  my  way  to 

Nance*'"'*  ^°'"'  ^''  *'  ^'  ''^  "°'''"  ^""^"nced 
r  An'  will  ye  tell  me  why?  "  asked  Mrs.  Snawdor. 
Cause  I  am't,"  said  Nance,  knowing  the  futil- 
ity  of  argument 

Mrs  Snawdor  Hfted  her  hand  to  strike,  but 
changed  her  mind.  She  was  beginning  to  have  a 
certam  puzzled  respect  for  her  stepdaughter's  de- 
cision  of  character. 

After  the  children  had  been  put  to  bed  and  Nance 

n!^^     K^'T  ^'.  "^^'''  nightgown,  no  longer 
needed,  she  slipped  down  to  the  second  floor  and 
pausmg  before  the  door  behind  which  the  sewing' 
machines  were  always  whirring,  gave  a  peculiar 

u  t  ^"^  *  "'^'^'^  ^'^^^  °"ly  to  a  person 
who  boasted  the  absence  of  a  front  Lth,  L't 
brought  Ike  Lavinski  promptly  to  the  door. 

Ikcy  was  a  friend  whom  she  regarded  with  min- 
gled  contempt  and  admiration  -  contempt  because 
he  was  weak  and  undersized,  admiration  because  he 
was  the  only  person  of  her  acquaintance  who  had 
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ever  had  his  name  in  the  newspaper.  On  two  occa- 
sions he  had  been  among  the  honor  students  at  the 
high  school,  and  his  family  and  neighbors  regarded 
him  as  an  intellectual  prodigy. 

"  Say,  Ikey,"  said  Nance,  "  if  you  was  me,  an' 
had  to  make  some  money,  an*  did  n't  want  to  chuck 
school,  what  would  you  do?  " 

Ikey  considered  the  matter.  Money  and  educa- 
tion were  the  most  important  things  in  the  world 
to  him,  and  were  not  to  be  discussed  lightly. 

"  If  you  were  bigger,"  he  said,  sweeping  her  with 
a  critical  eye, "  you  might  try  sewing  pants." 

"Could  I  do  it  at  night?  How  much  would  it 
pay  me?  Would  yer  pa  take  me  on?  "  Nance  de- 
manded all  in  a  breath. 

"  He  would  if  he  thought  they  would  n't  get  on 
to  it." 

"  I'd  keep  it  dark,"  Nance  urged.  "  I  could  slip 
down  every  night  after  I  git  done  my  work,  an'  put 
in  a  couple  of  hours,  easy.     I  'm  a  awful  big  child 

muscle!    Go  on  an'  make 


my  age 


my 


him  take  me  on,  Ikey,  will  you?  " 

And  Ikey  condescendingly  agreed  to  use  his  in- 
fluence. 
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CHAPTER  IX 

BUTTONS 

'X'  HE  Uvinskis'  flat  on  the  second  floor  had  al- 
X     ways  poMessed  a  mysterious  fascination  for 

«win,  but  she  had  never  seen  beyond  the  tolf- 

rUr  t  "^  '^"'"*"'  AU  4  and  far  toto 
su«  ^H  M  r*"'^-'»'*»«  ran  at  high  pres- 
sure and  Mr.  Lavmski  shuffled  in  and  out  cam, 
■ng  huge  piles  of  pants  on  his  head.  ^eX?S^" 
ants  stopped  on  the  stairs  to  exchange  d^^,*^; 
«t,es  wid.  equal  warmth;  they^^^g  ^  °f 

s^r  Z  *^'"""'  ^^'"y  »  doorwa^^Bu 

h^r  »"<"  wmter  alike  the  Uvinskis  h^ed  bt 

^d^dosed  dcK>rs  and  n.  their  everlasting  sewi^ 

Mrs.  Snawdor  gave  her  ready  consent  to  Nance 
trying  her  hand  as  a  "home  finisher." 

said   "ari*°,*^'  ""^  ''°"  somewheres,"  she 

PoLs^ve  bT?''  ""*  '°  ■"<"*  "ow  «hem 
roiocks  hve.  But  don't  you  let  on  to  your  Uncle 
Jed  what  you  're  doing." 

th2d '^iT'  '°  '"  °"  *°  "°'~<'y'"  »*<»  Nance, 
mriued  with  the  secrecy  of  the  affair. 

HO 
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The  stifling  room  into  which  Ikey  introduced  her 
that  night  was  supposed  to  be  the  Lavinskis'  kitchen, 
but  it  was  evident  that  the  poor  room  had  long  ago 
abandoned  all  notions  of  domesticity.  The  tea- 
kettle had  been  crowded  ofiF  the  stove  by  the  press- 
ing  irons;  a  wash-tub  full  of  neglected  clothes, 
squeezed  itself  into  a  distant  comer,  and  the  cook- 
ing utensils  had  had  to  go  climbing  up  the  walls 
on  hooks  and  nails  to  make  way  on  the  shelves  for 
sewing  materials. 

On  one  comer  of  the  table,  between  two  towering 
piles  of  pants,  were  the  remains  of  the  last  meal, 
black  bread,  potatoes,  and  pickled  herring.  Under 
two  swinging  kerosene  lamps,  six  women  with 
sleeves  roUed  up  and  necks  bared,  bent  over  whirr- 
ing machines,  while  Mr.  Lavinski  knelt  on  the  floor 
tying  the  finished  garments  into  huge  bundles. 

"  Here 's  Nance  MoUoy,  Pa  "  said  Ikey.  raising 
his  voice  above  the  noise  of  the  machines  and  tug- 
ging at  his  father's  sleeve. 

Mr.  Lavinski  pushed  his  derby  hat  further  back 
on  his  perspiring  brow,  and  looked  up.  He  had  a 
darl^  sharp  face,  and  alert  black  eyes,  exactly  like 
Ikey's,  and  a  black  beard  with  two  locks  of  black 
hair  trained  down  in  front  of  his  ears  to  meet  it. 
Without  pausing  in  his  work  he  sized  Nance  up. 

"I  von't  take  childera  anny  more.  I  tried  it 
many  times  already.  Dc  inspector  git  me  into  trou- 
bles.   It  don't  pay." 
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"  But  I  '11  dodge  the  inspectors,"  urged  Nance. 
"  You  know  how  to  sew,  eh  ?  '* 
"No;  but  you  kin  learn  me.    Please,  Mr.  La- 
vinski,  Ikey  said  you  would.'* 

Mr.  LavinsW  bestowed  a  doting  glance  on  his 
9on. 

"  My  Ikey  said  so,  did  he?  He  thinks  he  own 
me,  that  boy.  I  send  him  to  high  school.  I  send 
him  to  Hebrew  class  at  the  synagogue  at  night. 
He  vill  be  big  rich  some  day,  that  boy;  he 's  got  a 
brain  on  hiin/* 

"  Cut  it  out,  ^a,"  said  Ikey.  "  Nance  is  a  smart 
kid;  you  won't  lose  anything  on  her." 

The  result  was  that  Nance  was  accorded  the  priv- 
ilege of  occupying  a  stool  in  the  comer  behind  the 
hot  stove  and  sewing  buttons  on  knee  pantaloons, 
from  eight  until  ten  p.  m.  At  first  the  novelty  of 
working  against  time,  with  a  room  full  of  grown 
people,  and  of  seeing  the  great  stacks  of  unfinished 
garments  change  into  great  stacks  of  finished  ones, 
was  stimulation  in  itself.  She  was  proud  of  her 
cushion  full  of  strong  needles  and  her  spool  of 
coarse  thread.  She  was  pleased  with  the  nods  of 
approval  gentle  Mrs.  Lavinski  gave  her  work  in 
passing,  and  of  the  slight  interest  widi  which  she 
was  regarded  by  the  other  workers. 

But  as  the  hours  wore  on,  and  the  air  became 
hotter  and  closer,  and  no  enlivening  conversation 
came  to  relieve  the  strain,  her  interest  began  to 
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wane.  By  nine  o'clock  her  hands  were  sore  and 
stained,  and  her  back  ached.  By  a  quarter  past,  the 
buttons  were  slipping  through  her  fingers,  and  she 
could  not  see  to  thread  her  needle. 

"You  vill  do  better  to-morrow  night,"  said  Mrs. 
Lavmski  kindly,  in  her  wheezing  voice.  "I  tell 
Ikey  you  do  verra  good." 

Mrs.  Lavinski  looked  shriveled  and  dd.  She 
wore  a  glossy  black  wig  and  long  ear-rings,  and 
when  she  was  not  coughing,  she  smiled  pleasantly 
over  her  work.  Once  Mr.  Lavinski  stopped  press- 
ing long  enough  to  put  a  cushion  at  her  back. 

"  My  Leah  is  a  saint,"  he  said.  "  If  'jffra'boddy 
was  so  good  as  her,  the  Messiah  would  come." 

Nance  dreamed  of  buttons  that  night,  and  by  the 
next  evening  her  ambition  to  become  a  wage-earner 
had  died  completely. 

But  a  family  conclave  at  the  supper  table  revealed 
such  a  crisis  in  the  family  finances  that  she  decided 
to  keep  on  at  the  Lavinskis*  for  another  week.  Un- 
cle Jed  was  laid  up  with  the  rheumatism,  and  Mr. 
Snawdor's  entire  stock  in  trade  had  been  put  in  a 
wheelbarrow  and  dumped  into  the  street,  and  a 
strange  sign  already  replaced  his  old  one  of  "  Bungs 
and  Fawcetts." 

Things  seemed  in  such  a  bad  way  that  Nance  had 
about  decided  to  lay  the  matter  before  Mrs.  Purdy, 
when  Dan  brought  the  disconcerting  news  that  Mrs. 
Purdy  had  taken  her  brother  south  for  the  rest  of 
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the  winter,  and  that  there  would  be  no  more  visiU  to 

the  Uttle  house  in  Butternut  Lane. 
So  Nance,  not  knowing  anything  better  to  do, 

continued  to  sit  night  aftei  night  on  her  stool  be- 

hind  the  hot  stove,  sewing  on  buttons.    Thirty-six 

buttons  meant  four  cents,  four  cents  meant  a  loaf  of 

bread  —  a  stale  loaf,  that  is. 
"  Your  little  fingers  viU  git  ofer  bein'  sore,"  Mrs. 

UvinsW  assured  her.    "  I  gif  you  alum  water  to 
put  on  'em.    Dat  makes  'em  hard." 

They  not  only  became  hard;  they  became  quick 
and  accurate,  and  Nance  got  used  to  the  heat  and 
the  smell,  and  she  almost  got  used  to  the  backache. 
It  was  sitting  stiU  and  being  silent  that  hurt  her 
more  than  anything  else.    Mr.  Uvinski  did  not  en- 
courage conversation,—  it  distracted  the  workers,— 
and  Nance's  exuberance,  which  at  first  found  vent 
in  all  sorts  of  jokes  and  capers,  soon  died  for  lack 
of  encouragement.    She  learned,  instead,  to  use  aU 
her  oiergy  on  buttons  and,  being  denied  verbal  ex- 
pression, she  revolved  many  things  in  her  small 
mind.    The  result  of  her  thinking  was  summed  up 
in  her  speech  to  her  stepmother  at  the  end  of  the 
first  week. 

"  Gee  I  I  'm  sick  of  doin'  the  same  thing !  I  ain't 
leamin'  nothin*.  If  anybody  was  smart,  they  could 
make  a  machine  to  put  on  two  times  as  many  but- 
tons as  me  in  half  the  time.  I  want  to  begin  some- 
thing at  the  beginning  and  make  it  dean  through. 
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I  'm  sick  an-  tired  of  buttons.    I  'm  goin'  to  quit ! " 

But  Mrs  Snawdor  had  come  to  a  belated  realiza- 

S!"  ^^^^^  '^^^  °^  ^  ^""'V  treasury  and 

"♦ill  c  A  *^*  *"  ^^  ^°™^  ''*  ^'^  «he  said. 
bU  Snawdor  gits  over  this  fit  of  the  dumps. 
Am  t  a  reason  m  the  world  he  don't  go  into  the  junk 
business.  I  am't  astin' him  to  drive  aroun' an' yell 
m?l  Tut  ^^°^  *at's  tryin'  on  a  bashful 
W«  *    ^    u^l  ^""  "  '°  ^  **^"  ^'  ^«*  't  <=«"«  to 

w  w.^^l^  "^l  ^'^'  ^  ^'  ^°°^  ^^'^^'^  that 
was  n  t  chicken-hearted  I " 

So  Nance  kept  on  reluctantly,  even  after  Mr. 
Snawdor  got  a  small  job  collecting.  Sometimes 
she  went  to  sleep  over  her  task  and  had  to  be  shakefi 
awake,  but  that  was  before  she  began  to  drink  black 
coffee  with  the  other  workers  at  nine  o'clock 

ni^^^T^.^^^"^^^'-  ^«  Ikey  came  from 
night  school,  he  was  never  asked  to  help  in  the 
work,  no  matter  how  much  his  help  was  needed. 
He  was  always  given  the  seat  by  the  table  nearest 
aie  hmp,  and  his  father  himself  cleared  a  place  for 
his  books. 

"  Ikey  gits  the  education,"  Mr.  Uvinski  would 

^LZ^L^'^^^J^^'-    "The  Rabbi  says  he  is  the 
OTiartest  boy  m  the  class.    He  takes  prizes  over  biij 
boys.    Ve  vork  f er  him  now.  an'  some  day  he  make 
wg  money  an'  take  care  of  us! " 
Education  as  seen  through  Mr.  Uvinski's  eyes 
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took  on  a  new  aspect  for  Nance.  It  teemed  tfiat 
you  did  not  get  rich  by  going  to  work  at  fourteen, 
but  by  staying  at  school  and  in  some  miraculous  way 
skipping  the  factory  altogether.  "  I  vork  with  my 
hands,"  said  Mr.  Lavinski ; "  my  Ikey,  he  vorks  with 
his  head." 

Nance  fell  into  the  way  of  bringing  her  school 
books  downstairs  at  night  and  getting  Ike  to  help 
her  with  her  lessons.    She  would  prop  the  book  in 
front  of  her  and,  without  lessening  the  speed  of  her 
flying  fingers,  pl^  him  with  the  questions  that  had 
puzzled  her  during  the  day. 
"  I  wisht  I  was  smart  as  you  I "  sht'  said  one  night. 
"  I  reckon  you  dol "  said  Ike,  "  I  work  for  it." 
"You  couldn't  work  no  more'n  whut  I  do!" 
Nance  said  indignantly. 

"  There 's  a  difterence  between  working  and  be- 
ing worked,"  said  Ike,  wisely.  "  If  I  were  you,  I  'd 
look  out  for  number  one." 

"  But  who  would  do  the  cookin'  an'  lookin'  after 
the  kids,  an' all?" 

"They  are  nothing  to  you,"  said  Ike;  "none  of 
the  bunch  is  kin  to  you.  Catch  me  workin'  for  them 
like  you  do ! " 

Nance  was  puzzled,  but  not  convinced.  Wiser 
heads  than  hers  have  struggled  with  a  similar  prob- 
lem in  vain.  She  kept  steadily  on,  and  it  was  only 
when  the  squeak  of  Mr.  Demry's  fiddle  came  up 
from  below  that  her  fingers  fumbled  and  the  buttons 


BurroNS 


117 


went  roUing  on  the  floor.  Six  nights  in  the  week, 
when  Mr.  Demry  was  in  condition,  he  played  at 
the  theater,  and  on  Sunday  nights  he  stayed  at  home 
and  received  his  young  friends.  On  these  occa- 
sions Nance  became  so  restless  that  she  could 
scarcely  keq>  her  prancing  feet  on  the  floor.  She 
would  hook  them  resolutely  around  the  legs  of  the 
stool  and  even  sit  on  them  one  at  a  time,  but  despite 
all  her  efforts,  they  would  respond  to  the  rhythmic 
notes  below. 

"  Them  tunes  just  make  me  dance  settin'  down," 
she  declared,  trying  to  suit  the  action  to  the  words. 

Sometimes  on  a  rainy  afternoon  when  nobody 
was  being  bom,  or  getting  married,  or  dying,  Mrs. 
Snawdor  stayed  at  home.  At  such  times  Nance 
seized  the  opportunity  to  shift  her  domestic  burden. 

There  was  a  cheap  theater,  called  "  The  Star," 
around  the  comer,  where  a  nois/ crowd  of  boys  and 
girls  could  always  be  found  in  the  gallery.  It  was 
a  place  where  you  ate  peanuts  and  dropped  the 
shells  on  the  heads  of  people  below,  where  you 
scrapped  for  your  seat  and  joined  in  the  chorus  and 
shrieked  over  the  antics  of  an  Irishman,  a  darkey, 
or  a  Jew.  But  it  was  a  luxury  seldom  indulged  in, 
for  it  cost  the  frightful  sum  of  ten  cents,  not  includ- 
ing the  peanuts. 

For  the  most  part  Nance's  leisure  half-hours 
were  spent  with  Mr.  Demry,  discussing  a  most  ex- 
citing project    He  was  contemplating  the  unheard- 
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of  festivity  oi  •  Christinas  party,  and  the  whole 
•Hqr  was  buzzing  with  it  Even  the  big  boys  in 
Dm  s  gang  were  going  to  take  part  There  were 
to  be  pirates  and  fairies  and  ogres,  and  Nance  was 
to  be  the  princess  and  do  a  fancy  dance  in  a  petti- 
coat trimmed  with  silver  paper,  and  wear  a  tinsel 
crown. 

Scrubbing  the  floor,  figuring  on  the  blackboard, 
washing  dishes,  or  sewing  on  buttons,  she  was 
aware  of  that  tinsel  crown.  For  one  magic  night  it 
was  going  to  transform  her  into  a  veritable  princess, 
and  who  knew  but  that  a  prince  in  doublet  and  hose 
and  sweeping  plume  might  arrive  to  claim  her? 
But  when  Nance's  imagination  was  called  upon  to 
visualize  the  prince,  a  hateful  image  came  to  iier  of 
a  tall,  slender  boy,  clad  in  white,  with  a  contemptu- 
ous look  in  his  handsome  brown  eyes. 

"  I  dn*:^  know  what  ails  Nance  these  days,"  Mrs 
Snawdo*  complained  to  Uncle  Jed.  "  She  sasse^ 
^ck  if  you  look  at  her,  an'  fergits  cver'thing,  an' 
Snawdor  says  she  mutters  an'  jabbers  something 
awful  in  her  sleep." 

Seems  to  me  she  works  too  hard,"  said  Uncle 
Jed,  still  ignorant  of  her  extra  two  hours  in  the 
sweat-shop.  "  A  growin'  giri  ought  n't  .to  be  doin' 
washin'  an'  carrvin'  water  j 
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Why.  Nance  is  strong  as  a  ox,"  Mrs.  Snawdor 
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fadited.  "  tn'  at  fer  eatin' !    Why  it  looks  like  she 
never  cto  git  filled  up." 

"  Well,  what  ails  her  then  ?  "  persisted  Uncle  Jed. 
^  "I  bet  I  know!"  said  Mrs.  Snawdor  darkly. 
"  It  *s  that  there  vaccination.  Las'  time  I  hid  the 
other  childem  from  the  inspector  she  had  to  come 
out  an'  argue  with  him  fer  herself.  She  got  paid 
up  proper  fer  givin'  in  to  him.  Her  arm  was  a 
plumb  sight." 

"  Do  you  suppose  it 's  the  poison  stiU  workin'  on 
her?  "  Uncle  Jed  asked,  watching  Nance  in  the  next 
room  as  she  lifted  a  boiler  filled  wth  the  washing 
water  from  the  stove. 

"  Why.  of  course,  it  ist  Talk  to  me  about  yer 
State  rules  an'  regerlations!  It  does  look  like  us 
poor  people  has  got  troubles  enough  already,  with- 
out rich  folks  layin'  awake  nights  studyin'  up  what 
they  can  do  to  us  next." 
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CHAPTER  X 

THE  PUNCESS  COMES  TO  GRIEF 

And  bring  her  rose-winged  fandei, 
From  shadowy  shoals  of  dream 
To  clothe  her  in  the  wistful  hour 
When  girlhood  steals  from  bud  to  flower; 
Bring  her  th|e  tunes  of  elfin  dances. 
Bring  her  the  faery  Gleam.—  Bukxb. 

CHRISTMAS  fell  on  a  Saturday  and  a  pay- 
day, and  this,  together  with  Mr.  Demry's 
party,  accounts  for  the  fact  that  the  holiday  spirit, 
which  sometimes  limps  a  trifle  languidly  past  tene- 
ment doors,  swaggered  with  unusual  gaiety  this 
year  in  Calvary  AUey.  You  could  hear  it  in  the 
cathedral  chimes  which  began  at  dawn,  in  the  ex- 
plosion of  fire-crackers,  in  the  bursts  of  noisy  laugh- 
ter irom  behind  swinging  doors.  You  could  smell 
it  in  the  whiffs  of  things  frying,  broiling,  burning. 
You  could  feel  it  in  the  crisp  air,  in  the  crunch  of 
the  snow  under  yotu*  feet,  and  most  of  all  you  could 
see  it  in  the  happy,  expectant  faces  of  the  children, 
who  rushed  in  and  out  in  a  fever  of  excitement 

Early  in  the  afternoon  Nance  Molloy,  with  a 
drab-colored  shawl  over  her  head  and  something 
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tightly  clasped  in  one  bare,  chapped  fist,  rushed 
forth  on  a  mysterious  mission.  When  she  returned, 
she  carried  a  pasteboard  box  hugged  to  her  heart 
The  thought  of  tripping  her  fairy  measure  in  worn- 
out  shoes  tied  on  with  strings,  had  become  so  in- 
tolerable to  her  that  she  had  bartered  her  holiday 
for  a  pair  of  white  slippers.  Mr.  Lavinski  had  ad- 
vanced the  money,  and  she  was  to  work  six  hours 
a  day,  instead  of  two,  until  she  paid  the  money  back. 

But  she  was  in  no  mood  to  reckon  the  cost,  as 
she  prepared  for  the  evening  festivities.  So  great 
was  her  energy  and  enthusiasm,  that  the  contagion 
spread  to  the  littie  Snawdors,  each  of  whom  sub- 
mitted with  unprecedented  meekness  to  a  "  wash  all 
ovtr."  Nance  dressed  herself  last,  wrapping  her 
white  feet  and  legs  in  paper  to  keep  them  clean  un- 
til the  great  hour  should  arrive. 

"Why,  Nance  MoUoyl  You  look  downright 
purtyl"  Mrs.  Snawdor  exclaimed,  when  she  came 
up  after  assisting  Mr.  Demry  with  his  refreshments. 
**  I  never  would  V  believed  it! " 

Nance  laughed  happily.  The  effect  had  been 
achieved  by  much  experimenting  before  the  littie 
mirror  over  her  soap  box.  The  mirror  had  a  wave 
in  it  which  gave  the  beholder  two  noses,  but  Nance 
had  kept  her  pink  and  white  ideal  steadily  in  mind, 
and  the  result  was  a  golden  curl  over  a  bare  shoul- 
der. The  curl  would  have  been  longer  had  not  half 
of  it  remained  in  a  burnt  wisp  around  the  poker. 


122 


CALVARY  ALLEY 


! 


But  such  petty  catastrophes  have  no  place  ^  a 
heart  overflowing  with  joy.  Nance  did  not  ev« 
try  to  keep  her  twinkling  feet  from  dancing;  she 
danced  through  the  taWe-setting  and  through  the 
dish-washing,  and  between  times  she  pressed  her 
face  to  the  dirty  pane  of  the  front  window  to  see 
If  the  hands  on  the  big  cathedral  clock  were  getting 
any  nearer  to  five. 

**  They  're  goin'  to  have  Christmas  doin's  over  to 
the  cathedral,  too,"  she  cried  excitedly.  "The 
boards  is  off  the  new  window,  an'  it 's  jus'  like  the 
oM  one,  an'  ever'Aing  's  lit  up,  an'  it 's  snowin'  like 
ever'thing!" 

Mr.  Demry's  party  was  to  take  place  between  the 
time  he  came  home  from  the  matinee  and  the  time 
he  returned  for  the  evening  performance.    Long  be- 
fore the  hour  appointed,  his  guests  began  to  arrive, 
dirty-faced  and  dean,  fat  and  thin,  tidy  and  ragged, 
big  and  Uttle,  but  aU  wearing  in  their  eyes  that  gift 
of  nature  to  the  most  sordid  youth,  the  gift  of  ex- 
pectancy.   There  were  fairies  and  ogres  and  pirates 
and  Indians  in  costumes  that  needed  only  the  proper 
imagination  to  make  them  convindng.    If  by  any 
diance  a  wistful  urchin  arrived  in  his  rags  alone, 
Mr.  Demry  promptly  evolved  a  cocked  hat  from  a 
newspaper,  and  a  sword  from  a  box  top,  and  trans- 
formed him  into  a  prancing  knight. 

The  chUdren  had  been  to  Sunday-school  enter- 
tainments where  they  had  sat  in  prim  rows  and 
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watched  grown  people  have  all  the  ftin  of  fixing  the 
tree  and  distributing  the  presents,  but  for  most  of 
them  this  was  the  first  Christmas  that  they  had 
actuaUy  helped  to  make.  Every  link  in  the  colored 
paper  garlands  was  a  matter  of  pride  to  some  one. 

What  the  children  had  left  undone,  Mr.  Demry 
had  finished.  All  the  movables  had  been  put  out  of 
sight  as  if  they  were  never  to  be  wanted  jigain. 
From  the  ceiling  swung  two  glowing  paper  lanterns 
that  threw  soft,  mysterious,  dancing  lights  on  things. 
In  the  big  fireplace  a  huge  fire  crackled  and  roared, 
and  on  the  shelf  above  it  were  stacks  of  golden 
oranges,  and  piles  of  fat,  brown  doughnuts.  Across 
one  comer,  on  a  stout  cord,  hung  some  green 
branches  with  small  candles  twinkling  above  them. 
It  was  not  exactly  a  Christmas  tree,  but  it  had  evi- 
dently fooled  Santa  Claus,  for  on  every  branch  hung 
a  trinket  or  a  toy  for  somebody. 

And  nobody  thought,  least  of  aU  Mr.  Demry,  of 
how  many  squeaks  of  the  dd  fiddle  had  gone  into 
the  making  of  this  party,  of  the  bread  and  meat  that 
had  gone  into  the  oranges  and  douf^uts,  of  the 
fires  that  should  have  warmed  Mr.  Demry's  chilled 
old  bones  for  weeks  to  come,  that  went  roaring  up 
the  wide  chimney  in  one  glorious  burst  of  prodigal- 
ity. 

When  the  party  was  in  full  swing  and  the  ex- 
citement was  at  its  highest,  the  guests  were  seated 
on  the  floor  in  a  double  row,  and  Mr.  Demry  took 
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his  stand  by  the  fireplace,  with  his  fiddle  under  His 
chin,  and  began  tuning  up. 

Out  in  the  dark  hall,  in  quivering  esqtectancy, 
stood  the  princess,  shivering  with  impatience  as  she 
waited  for  Dan  to  fling  open  the  door  for  her  tri- 
umphant entrance.  Every  twang  of  the  violin 
strings  vibrated  in  her  heart,  and  she  could  scarcely 
wait  for  the  signal.  It  was  the  magic  moment  when 
buttons  ceased  to  exist  and  tinsel  crowns  became  a 
reality. 

The  hall  was  ^rk  and  very  cold,  and  the  snow 
drifting  in  made  a  white  patch  on  the  threshold. 
Nance,  steadying  her  crown  against  the  icy  draught, 
lifted  her  head  suddenly  and  listened.  From  the 
room  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  hall  came  a  wom- 
an's frightened  cry,  followed  by  the  sound  of  break- 
ing furniture.  The  next  instant  the  door  was  flung 
open,  and  Mrs.  Smelts,  with  her  baby  in  her  arms, 
rushed  forth.  Qose  behind  her  roUed  Mr.  Smelts, 
his  shifted  ballast  of  Christmas  cheer  threatening 
each  moment  to  capsize  him. 

**  I  *11  learn  ye  to  stop  puttin'  cures  in  my  coffee  I " 
he  bellowed.  "  Spoilin*  me  taste  fer  liquor,  are  ye  ? 
I'U  learn  ye!" 

"I  never  meant  no  harm,  Jim,"  quailed  Mrs. 
Smelts,  cowering  in  the  comer  with  one  arm  up- 
raised to  shield  the  baby.  "  I  seen  the  ad  in  the 
paper.  It  claimed  to  be  a  whisky-cure.  Don't  hit 
me,  Jim— -don't— "    But  before  she  could  finish. 
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Mr.  Smelts  had  struck  her  full  in  the  face  with  a 
brutal  fist  and  had  raised  his  arm  to  strike  again. 
But  the  blow  never  fell. 

The  quick  blood  that  had  made  Phil  MoUoy  one 
of  the  heroes  of  Chickasaw  Bluffs  rose  in  the  veins 
of  his  small  granddaughter,  and  she  suddenly  saw 
red.  Had  Jim  Smelts  been  twice  the  size  he  was, 
she  would  have  sprung  at  him  just  the  same  and 
rained  Mow  after  stinging  blow  upon  his  befuddled 
head  with  her  slender  fairy  wand. 

"  Git  up  the  steps! "  she  shrieked  to  Mrs.  Smelts. 
"  Fer  God's  sake  git  out  of  his  way  I  Dan!  Dan 
Lewis  I    Help!    Help!" 

Mr.  Smelts,  infuriated  at  the  interference,  had 
pinioned  Nance's  arms  behind  h  -  and  was  about 
to  beat  her  crowned  head  against  the  wall  when 
Dan  rushed  into  the  hall. 

"Throw  him  out  the  front  door!"  screamed 
Nance.    "  Help  me  push  him  down  the  steps! " 

Mr.  Smelts*  resistance  was  fierce,  but  brief.  His 
legs  were  much  drunker  than  his  arms,  and  when 
the  two  determined  youngsters  flung  themselves 
upon  him  and  shoved  him  out  of  the  door,  he  lost 
his  balance  and  fell  headlong  to  the  street  below. 

By  this  time  the  party  had  swarmed  into  the  hall 
and  out  on  the  steps  and  Mr.  Demry's  gentle,  fright- 
ened face  could  be  seen  peering  over  their  decorated 
heads.  The  uproar  had  brought  other  tenants 
scurrying  from  the  upper  floors,  and  somebody  was 
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dispatched  for  a  police.  Dense  and  denser  grew 
the  crowd,  and  questions,  excuses,  accusations  were 
heard  on  every  side; 

"They've  done  killed  him,"  wailed  a  woman's 
voice  above  the  other  noises.  It  was  Mrs.  Smelts 
who,  with  all  the  abandonment  of  a  bereft  widow, 
cast  herself  beside  the  huddled  figure  lying  motion- 
less in  the  snow. 

"What's  all  this  row  about?"  demanded  Cock- 
eye, forcing  his  way  to  the  front  and  assuming  an 
air  of  stem  authority. 

"  They  've  kiUed  my  Jim ! "  wafled  Mrs.  Smelts. 
"  I  'm  goin'  to  have  the  law  on  'em  1 " 

The  policeman,  with  an  impolite  request  that  she 
stop  that  there  caterwauling,  knelt  on  the  wet  pave- 
ment and  made  a  hasty  diagnosis  of  the  case. 

"Leg's  broke,  and  head's  caved  in  a  bit. 
That 's  all  I  can  se«  is  the  matter  of  him.  Who 
beat  him  up?" 

"  Him  an'  her  I "  accused  Mrs.  Smelts  hysterically, 
pointing  to  Dan  and  Nance,  who  stood  shivering  be- 
side Mr.  Demry  on  the  top  step. 

"  Well,  I  '11  be  hanged  if  them  ain't  the  same  two 
that  was  had  up  last  summer! "  said  the  policeman 
in  profound  disgust  "  It 's  good-by  f er  them  all 
right." 

"  But  we  was  hdpin'  Mis'  Smdtsl "  cried  Nance 
in  bewilderment.  "  He  was  bcatin'  her.  He  was 
goin' to  hit  the  baby—" 
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"  Here  ccmes  the  Black  Maria! "  yelled  an  etnis- 
•aiy  from  the  comer,  and  the  crowd  parted  as  the 
long,  narrow,  Uack  patrol-wagon  clanged  noisily 
into  the  narrow  court 

Mr.  Smelts  was  lifted  in,  none  too  gently,  and 
as  he  showed  no  signs  of  returning  consciousness. 
Cock-eye  paused  irresolute  and  looked  at  Dan. 

"You  best  be  comin'  along,  too,"  he  said- with 
sudden  decision.  "  The  bloke  may  be  hurt  worse 'm 
I  think.  **  I  '11  just  drop  you  at  the  detention  home 
*til  over  Sunday." 

"You  shan't  take  Dan  Lewis!"  cried  Nance  in 
instant  alarm.  "He  was  helpin'  me,  I  tell  you! 
He  ain't  done  nothin'  badr— "  Then  as  Dan  was 
hustled  down  the  steps  and  into  the  wagon,  she  lost 
her  head  cnnpletely.  R^;ardless  of  consequences, 
she  huried  herself  upon  the  law.  She  bit  it  and 
scratched  it  and  even  spat  upon  it 

Had  Mrs.  Snawdor  or  Uncle  Jed  been  there,  the 
catastrophe  would  never  have  happened;  but  Mrs. 
Snawdor  was  at  the  post-office,  and  Uncle  Jed  at  the 
signal  tower,  and  the  feeble  protests  of  Mr.  Demry 
were  as  futile  as  the  twittering  of  a  sparrow. 

"  I  'U  fix  you,  you  littie  spitfire! "  cried  the  irate 
officer,  holding  her  hands  and  lifting  her  into  the 
wagon.  **  Some  of  you  women  put  a  cloak  around 
her,  and  be  quick  about  it" 

Nance,  refusing  to  be  wrapped  up,  continued  to 
fight  savagely. 
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"I  ain't  goin'  in  the  hurry-up  wagool"  ahe 
Kreamed  "I  ain't  donenothin' tiadl  Let  go  my 
hands!" 

But  the  wagon  was  ah-eady  moving  out  of  the 
alley,  and  Nance  suddenly  ceased  to  struggle.  An 
accidental  combination  of  circumstances,  too  com- 
plicated and  overwhelming  to  be  coped  with,  was 
hurrying  her  away  to  some  unknown  and  horrible 
fate.  She  looked  at  her  mud-splashed  white  slip- 
pers that  were  not  yet  paid  for,  and  then  back  at  the 
bright  window  behind  which  the  party  was  waitmg. 
In  a  sudden  anguish  of  disappointment  she  flung 
herself  face  downward  on  the  long  seat  and  sobbed 
with  a  passion  that  was  entirely  too  great  for  her 
small  body. 

Sitting  opposite,  his  stiff,  stubby  hair  sticking  out 
beneath  his  pirate  hat,  Dan  Lewis,  forgetting  his 
own  misfortune,  watched  her  with  dumb  compas- 
sion, and  between  them,  on  the  floor,  lay  a  drudcen 
hulk  of  &  man  with  Uood  trickling  across  his  ugly, 
bloated  face,  his  muddy  feet  resting  on  all  that  re- 
mained of  a  gorgeous,  tinsel  crown. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  the  Christmas  spirit 
fled  in  despair  from  Calvary  Alley  and  took  refuge 
in  the  big  cathedral  where,  behind  the  magnificent 
new  window,  a  procession  of  white-robed  choir- 
boys, led  by  Mac  Qarke,  were  joyously  proclaiming: 

"Hark I  the  herald  angels  sing 
Glory  to  the  new-bom  King;  '* 


CHAPTER  XI 


THE  STATE  TAKES  A  HAND 

THE  two  reformatories  to  which  the  chikfren, 
after  various  examinations,  were  consigned, 
represented  the  worst  and  the  best  types  of  such  in- 
stitutions. 

Dan  Lewis  was  put  behind  barred  windows  with 
eij^t  hundred  other  young  "  foes  of  society."  He 
was  treated  as  a  criminal,  and  when  he  resented  it, 
he  was  put  under  a  cold  shower  and  beaten  with  a 
rattan  until  he  fainted.  Outraged,  humiliated,  bit- 
terly resentful,  his  one  idea  was  to  escape.  At  the 
end  of  a  month  of  cruelty  and  injustice  he  was  de- 
veloping a  hatred  against  authority  that  would  ulti- 
mately have  landed  him  in  the  State  prison  had  not 
a  miraculous  interference  from  without  set  him  free 
and  returned  him  to  his  work  in  Clarke's  Bottle 
Factory. 

It  all  came  about  through  a  letter  received  by 
Mre.  Purdy,  who  was  wintering  in  Florida  —  a  tear- 
stained.  Wotted,  misspelled  letter  that  had  been 
achieved  with  great  difficulty.    It  ran  ; 

Dear  Mis  Purdy,  me  and  Dan  Lewis  is  pinched  again. 
Bat  I  aint  a  DeUinkent    The  jedge  says  theres  a  dif- 
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Irunce.  lie  says  he  was  not  puting  me  in  becote  I  wit 
bad  but  bc«oae  I  was  not  brot  upri^t.  He  says  lor  me 
to  be  good  and  stay  here  and  git  a  education.  He  says 
its  my  chaact  I  was  mad  at  first,  but  now  I  aint  What 
Im  writing  you  fer  is  to  git  Dan  Lewis  out  He  never 
done  nothtnk  what  was  wrong  and  he  got  sent  to  the 
House  of  Refuse.  Please  Mis  Pnrdy  you  git  him  <^. 
He  aint  bad.  You  Icnow  he  aint  You  ast  everbody  at 
home,  and  then  go  tell  the  Jedge  and  gtt  him  off.  I  can*t 
Stan  fer  hhn  to  be  in  that  ole  hole  becose  it  aint  fair. 
Pkase  don't  stop  at  nothink  til  you  git  him  out  So 
good-by,  loveingly  ^ 

Nance. 

This  had  been  written  a  little  at  a  time  during 
Nance's  first  week  at  Forest  iHome.  She  had  ar- 
rived  in  sudi  a  burning  state  of  indignation  that  it 
required  the  combined  efforts  of  the  superintendent 
and  the  matron  to  cafan  her.  In  fact  her  q>irit  did 
not  break  until  she  was  subjected  to  a  thorough 
scrubbing  from  head  to  foot,  and  put  to  bed  on  a 
long  porch  between  cold,  clean  sheets.  She  was 
used  to  sleeping  in  her  underclothes  in  the  hot  close 
air  of  Snawdor's  flat,  with  Fidy  and  Lobelia  snug- 
gled up  on  each  side.  This  icy  isolation  was  intol- 
erable! Her  hair,  still  damp,  felt  strange  and  un- 
comfortable; her  eyes  smarted  from  the  recent 
application  of  soap.  She  lay  with  her  knees  drawn 
up  to  her  chin  and  shivered  and  cried  to  go  home. 

Hideous  thoughts  tormented  her.  Who  'd  git  t^ 
the  coal,  an'  do  the  washin'  ?    Would  Mr.  Snawdor 
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fergit  an'  take  off  Rofy's  aesophedity  bag,  so  the  *d 
git  the  measles  an'  die  like  the  ba^?  What  did 
Mr.  Lavinaki  think  of  her  fer  not  comin'  to  work 
out  the  slipper  money?  Would  Dan  ever  git  his 
place  back  at  the  factory  after  he  'd  been  in  the 
House  of  Refuse?  Was  Mr.  Smelts*  leg  broke 
plum  off,  so 's  he  'd  have  to  hobble  on  a  peg-stick? 

She  cowered  under  the  covers.  "God  aint  no 
friend  of  mine,"  she  sobbed  miserably. 

When  she  awoke  the  next  morning,  she  sat  up 
and  looked  about  her.  The  porch  in  whkh  she  lay 
was  enclosed  from  floor  to  ceiling  in  glass,  and  there 
were  rows  of  small  white  beds  like  her  own,  stretch- 
ing away  on  each  side  of  her.  The  tip  of  her  nose 
was  very  cold,  but  the  rest  of  her  was  surprisingly 
warm,  and  the  fresh  air  tasted  good  in  her  mouth. 
It  was  appallingly  still  and  strange,  and  she  lay  down 
and  listened  for  the  sounds  that  did  not  come. 

There  were  no  factory  whistles,  no  clanging  of 
car  bells,  no  lumbering  of  heavy  wagons.  Instead 
of  the  blank  wall  of  a  warehouse  upon  which  she 
was  used  to  opening  her  eyes,  there  were  miles  and 
miles  of  dim  white  fields.  Presently  a  wonderful 
thing  happened.  Something  was  on  fire  out  there 
at  the  edge  of  the  world  —  something  big  and  round 
and  red.  Nance  held  her  breath  and  for  the  first 
time  in  her  eleven  years  saw  the  sun  rise. 

When  getting-up  time  came,  she  went  with  eight- 
een other  girls  into  a  big,  warm  dressing-room. 
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"  Thii «  yow  lockw."  tiid  the  girl  in  diMfe. 

"  My  whut?"  liked  Nince. 

•*  Your  locker,  where  you  put  your  cJothet." 

Nance  had  no  ckithet  excq>t  the  ones  ihc  was 
about  to  put  on,  but  the  proq>ect  of  being  the  sole 
possessor  of  one  of  those  little  closets  brought  her 
the  first  gleam  of  consohition. 

The  next  followed  swiftly.  The  owner  of  the 
adjoinmg  locker  proved  to  be  no  other  than  Birdie 
Smelts.  Whatever  fear  Nance  had  of  Birdie's  re- 
senting the  part  she  had  played  in  landing  Mr. 
Smelts  in  the  dty  hospital  was  promptly  banished. 

*'  You  can't  tell  me  nothing  about  paw/'  Birdie 
said  at  the  end  of  Nance's  recital  "  I  only  wish 
it  was  his  neck  instead  of  his  leg  that  was  broke." 

'*  But  we  never  aimed  to  hurt  him/'  explained 
Nance,  to  whom  the  accident  still  loomed  as  a  fri^t- 
fulnightmare.  "They  did  n't  have  no  right  to  send 
me  out  here." 

^^  "It  ain't  so  worse,"  said  Birdie  indifferently. 
"  You  get  enou^  to  eat  and  yon  keq>  warm  and  get 
away  from  rous^-housin';  that's  something." 

"But  I  don't  bekng  herel"  protested  Nance, 
hotly. 

"  Aw,  forget  it,"  advised  Birdie,  with  a  phHosoph- 
ical  shrug  of  her  shapely  shoulders.  Birdiewasnot 
yet  fifteoi.  but  she  had  already  learned  to  take  the 
course  of  least  resistance.  She  was  a  pretty,  weak- 
faoed  girl,  with  a  full,  graceful  figure  and  fuU  red 
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lips  and  fr^vy-lidded  eyet  that  alvtyt  looked  tkqty. 

"I  wouldn't  kfcf  ao  much  if  u  wtan't  fer  Dan 
Lewia,"  Nance  aaid  miaerably.  "He  waa  inaide 
Mr.  Demr/a  room,  an'  never  knowed  a  thin£  about 
it 'ta  I  hollered." 

"Say,  I  believe  you  are  gone  on  DanI"  aaid 
Birdie,  lifting  a  teasing  finger. 

"I  ain't  either!"  aaid  Nance  indignantly,  "but 
I  ain't  goin'  to  quit  tryin'  'til  I  git  him  out ! " 

In  the  bright,  airy  dining-room  where  they  went 
for  breakfast,  Nance  sat  at  a  small  toble  with  five 
other  girls  and  scornfully  refused  the  glass  of  milk 
they  offered  her  as  a  substitute  for  the  strong  coffee 
to  which  she  was  accustomed.  She  had  about  de- 
cided to  starve  herself  to  death,  but  changed  her 
mmd  when  the  griddle-cakes  and  syrup  appeared. 

In  fact,  she  changed  her  mind  about  many  things 
during  those  first  days.  After  a  few  acute  attacks 
of  homesickness,  she  began  despite  herself  to  take  a 
pioneer's  delight  in  blazing  a  new  trail.  It  was  the 
first  time  she  had  ever  come  into  contact  for  more 
than  a  passing  moment,  with  decent  surroundings 
and  orderly  living,  and  her  surprises  were  endless. 

"  Say,  do  these  guys  make  you  put  on  airs  like 
this  all  the  time?"  she  asked  incredulously  of  her 
taUe-companion. 

"Like  what?" 

"  Like  eatin'  with  a  fork,  an'  washin*  every  day, 
an'  doin'  yer  hair  over  whether  it  needs  it  or  not?  " 
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"  If  I  had  hair  as  grand  as  yours,  they  would  a't 
have  to  make  me  fix  it,"  said  the  close-cropped  littie 
girl  enviously. 

Nance  looked  at  her  suspiciously.  Once  before 
ihc  had  been  lured  by  that  bait,  and  she  was  wary. 
But  the  envy  in  the  eyes  of  the  short-haired  girl  was 
genuine. 

Nance  took  the  first  opportunity  that  presented 
itself  to  look  in  a  mirror.  To  her  amazement,  her 
tight,  drab-colored  braids  had  become  gleaming 
bands  of  gold,  and  there  were  fluffy  little  tendrils 
across  her  forehead  and  at  the  back  of  her  neck.  It 
was  unbelievable,  too,  how  much  more  becoming 
one  nose  was  to  the  human  countenance  than  two. 

A  few  days  later  when  one  of  the  older  girls  said 
teasingly,  "Nance  MoUoy  is  stuck  on  her  hair!" 
Nance  answered  proudly,  "  WeU,  ain't  I  got  a  right 
to  be?" 

At  the  end  of  the  first  month  word  came  from 
Mrs.  Purdy  that  she  had  succeeded  in  obtaining 
Dan's  release,  and  that  he  was  back  at  work  at 
Clarke's,  and  on  probation  again.  This  news,  in- 
stead of  making  Nance  restless  for  her  own  free- 
dom, had  quite  the  opposite  effect.  Now  that  her 
worry  over  Dan  was  at  an  end,  she  resigned  her- 
self cheerfully  to  the  business  of  being  reformed. 

The  presiding  genius  of  Forest  Home  was  Miss 
Stanley,  the  superintendent.  She  did  not  believe  in 
high  fences  or  uniforms  or  bodily  punishment    She 
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was  tall,  handsome,  and  serene,  and  she  treated  the 
girls  with  the  same  grave  courtesy  with  which  she 
treated  the  directors. 

Nance  regarded  her  with  something  of  the  wor- 
«hip£ul  awe  she  had  once  fdt  before  an  image  of 
the  Virgin  Mary. 

"She  don't  make  you  'fraid  exactly,"  she  con- 
fided to  Birdie.    *•  She  makes  you  'shamed.*' 

"  You  can  tell  she 's  a  real  lady  the  way  she  shines 
her  finger-nails,"  said  Birdie,  to  whom  aflfairs  of  tlw 
toilet  were  of  great  importance. 

"Another  way  you  can  teU,"  Nance  added,  try- 
ing to  think  the  thing  out  for  herself,  "  is  the  way 
she  takes  slams.  You  an'  me  sass  back,  but  a  real 
lady  knows  how  to  hold  her  jaw  an'  make  you  eat 
dirt  just  the  same." 

They  were  standing  side  by  side  at  a  long  table 
in  a  big,  dean  kitchen,  cutting  out  biscuit  for  sup- 
per. Other  white-capped,  white-aproned  girls,  aU 
mtent  upon  thdr  own  tasks,  were  flitting  about,  and 
a  teacher  sat  at  a  desk  beside  the  window,  directing 
the  work.  The  two  girls  had  faUen  into  the  habit 
of  doing  their  chores  together  and  tdling  each  other 
secrets.  Birdie's  had  mostly  to  do  with  boys,  and 
it  was  not  long  before  Nance  fdt  called  upon  to 
make  a  few  tentative  observations  on  the  same  en- 
grossing subject 

"  The  prettiest  boy  I  ever  seen  — "  she  said,  "  I 
mean  I  have  ever  saw  "— then  she  laughed  hdp- 
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lessly.  "  Wen,  anyhow,  he  was  that  Clarke  f  dter. 
You  know,  the  one  that  got  pinched  fer  smashin' 
the  window  the  first  time  we  was  had  up  ?  " 

"  Mac  Clarke?  Sure,  I  know  him.  He 's  fresh 
aU  right" 

Birdie  did  not  go  into  particulars,  but  she  looked 
important 

"  Say,  Birdie,"  Nance  asked  admiringly,  "  when 
you  git  out  of  here,  what  you  goin*  to  do?  " 

"  I  '11  ten  you  what  I  ainft  going  to  do,"  said 
Birdie,  impressi^y,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  ain't  going 
to  stand  in  a  store,  and  I  ain't  going  out  to  work, 
and  I  ain't  gomg  to  work  at  Qarke's! " 

"  But  what  else  is  left  to  do  ?  " 

"  Swear  you  won't  tell  ?  " 

Nance  crossed  her  heart  with  a  floury  finger. 

"  I  'm  going  to  be  a  actress,"  said  Birdie. 

It  was  fortunate  for  Nance  that  Birdie's  term  at 
the  home  soon  ended.  She  was  at  that  impression- 
able age  whidi  reflects  tl^  nearest  object  of  interest 
and  shortly  after  Birdie's  departure  she  abandoned 
the  idea  of  joining  her  on  the  professional  boards, 
and  decided  instead  to  become  a  veterinary  surgeon. 

This  decision  was  reached  through  a  growmg  in- 
timacy  with  the  lame  old  soldier  who  presided  over 
the  Forest  Home  stables.  "  Doc  "  was  a  familiar 
character  in  the  county,  and  his  advice  about  horses 
was  sought  far  and  near.  Next  to  horses  he  liked 
children,  and  after  them  dogs.    Adults  came  rather 
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fer  down  the  line,  excepting  always  Miss  Stanley 
vhom  he  regarded  as  infallible. 

On  the  red-letter  Sunday  when  Uncle  Jed  had 
tramped  the  ten  mUes  out  from  town  to  assure  him- 
self of  Nance's  well-being,  he  discovered  in  Doc  an 
old  comrade  of  the  Civil  War.  They  had  been  in 
the  same  company.  Uncle  Jed  as  a  drummer  boy, 
and  Doc  m  charge  of  the  cavalry  horses. 

"  Why,  I  expect  you  recoUict  this  child's  gtand- 
paw,"  Uncle  Jed  said,  with  his  hand  on  Nance's 
head,  "Molloy,  'Fig^tin'  Phil,'  they  caUcd  him. 
Went  down  with  the  colors  at  Chickasaw  Bluffs." 

Doc  did  remember.  Fighting  Phil  had  been  one 
of  the  idols  of  his  boyhood. 

Miss  Stanley  found  in  this  friendship  a  solution 
of  Nance's  chief  difficulty.  When  a  person  of 
eleven  has  been  doing  practical  housekeeping  for  a 
family  of  eight,  she  naturally  resents  the  suggestion 
that  there  is  anything  in  domestic  science  for  her  to 
l«am.  Moreover,  when  said  person  is  anemic  and 
nervous  from  overwork,  and  has  a  tongue  that  has 
never  known  control,  it  is  perilously  easy  to  get  into 
trouble,  despite  heroic  efforts  to  be  good. 

The  wise  superintendent  saw  in  the  girl  all  sorts 
of  possibilities  for  both  good  and  evil.  For  un- 
selfish service  and  passionate  sacrifice,  as  weU  as 
obstinate  rebellion  and  hot-headed  folly. 

At  diose  unhappy  times  when  Nance  threatened 
to  break  over  the  bounds,  she  was  sent  out  to  the 
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stahles  to  spend  an  afternoon  with  Doc.  No  matto' 
how  sore  her  grievance,  it  vanished  in  the  presence 
of  the  genial  old  veterinarian.  She  never  tired  of 
hearing  him  teU  of  her  fighting  Irish  grandfather 
and  the  pranks  he  played  on  his  messmates,  of  Uncle 
Jed  and  the  time  he  lost  his  drumsticks  and  marched 
barefoot  in  the  snow,  beating  his  drum  with  the  heels 
of  his  shoes. 

Most  of  all  she  liked  the  horses.  She  learned 
how  to  put  on  bandages  and  poultices  and  to  make  a 
bran  mash.  Doc  taught  her  how  to  give  a  sick  horse 
a  drink  out  of  a  bottie  without  choking  him,  how  to 
hoW  his  tongue  with  one  hand  and  put  a  pill  far 
down  his  throat  with  the  other.  The  nursing  of  sick 
animals  seemed  to  come  to  her  naturally,  and  she 
found  it  much  more  interesting  than  school  work 
and  domestic  science. 

"  She 's  got  a  way  with  critters,"  Doc  confided 
proudly  to  Miss  Stanley.  "  I  Ve  seen  a  horse  eat 
out  of  her  hand  when  it  would  n't  touch  food  in  the 
manger." 

As  the  months  slipped  into  years,  the  memory  of 
Calvary  Alley  grew  dim,  and  Nance  began  to  look 
1^  herself  as  an  integral  part  of  this  orderly  life 
which  stretched  away  in  a  pleasant  perspective  of 
work  and  play.  It  was  the  first  time  that  she  had 
ever  been  tempted  to  be  good,  and  she  feU.  It  was 
not  Miss  Stanley's  way  to  say  "don't"    Instead, 
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she  said,  "  do,"  and  the  "  do's  "  became  so  engross- 
ing that  the  "  don'ts  *'  were  crowded  out. 

At  regular  intervals  Mrs.  Snawdor  made  applica- 
tion for  her  dismissal,  and  just  &•«  regularly  a  proba- 
tion officer  visited  the  Snawdor  flat  and  pronounced 
it  unfit 

"  I  suppose  if  I  had  a  phoneygraf  an'  lace  curtains 
you  'd  let  her  come  home,"  Mrs.  Snawdor  observed 
caustically  during  one  of  these  inspections.  "  You 
bet  I  'n  fix  things  up  next  time  if  I  know  you  are 
comin'l" 

The  State  was  doing  its  clumsy  best  to  make  up  to 
Nance  for  what  she  had  missed.  It  was  giving  her 
free  board,  free  tuition,  and  protection  from  harm- 
ful influences.  But  th^it  did  not  begin  to  square  the 
State's  account,  nor  the  account  of  society.  They 
stiH  owed  her  something  for  that  early  environment 
of  dirt  and  disease.  The  landlord  in  whose  vile  ten- 
ement she  had  lived,  the  saloon-keeper  who  had  sold 
her  beer,  the  manufacturer  who  had  bought  the  gar- 
ments she  made  at  starvation  wages,  were  all  her 
debtors.  Society  exists  for  the  purpose  of  doing 
justice  to  its  members,  and  society  had  not  begun  to 
pay  its  debt  to  that  youthful  member  whose  lot  had 
been  cast  in  Calvary  Alley. 

One  Saturday  afternoon  in  the  early  spring  of 
Nance's  fourth  year  at  Forest  Home,  Miss  Stanley 
stood  in  the  school-house  door,  reading  a  letter.    It 
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was  the  kind  of  a  day  when  heaven  and  earth  can^ 

not  keep  away  from  each  other,  but  the  fleecy  doodt 
must  come  down  to  pUiy  in  the  sparkling  pools,  and 
white  and  pink  blossoms  must  go  dimbing  up  to  the 

sky  to  flaunt  their  sweetness  against  the  blue.    Yet 
Miss  Stanley,  reading  her  letter,  sighed. 
Coming  toward  her  down  the  hillside,  plunged  a 

noisy  group  of  children,  and  bdiind  them  in  hot  pui^ 
smt  came  Nance  MoUoy,  angular,  kog-legged,  lithe 
as  a  young  sapling  and  half  mad  with  the  spring. 

Such  a  child  stjU  I  "sighed  Miss  Stanley,  Tshe 
hfted  a  beckoning  hand. 

Tht  children  crowded  about  her,  aU  holding  out 
hot  fists  full  of  faded  wild  flowers. 

"Look!"  cried  one  breathlessly.  "We  found 
OT  m  the  hoUow.  And  Nance  says  if  youTl  let 
ho-,  she'U  take  us  next  Saturday  to  the  old  miU 
where  some  yellow  vilets  grow  I " 

Miss  Stanley  looked  down  at  the  flushed,  happy 
faces;  then  she  put  her  arm  around  Nance's  shoul- 
der. 

"Nancy  will  not  be  with  us  next  Satimlay.''  she 
said  regretfully.    "  She 's  going  homt." 


CHAPTER  Xn 
clarxb's 

NANCE  MOLLOY  came  oat  of  Forest  Home, 
an  independent,  efficient  girl,  widi  dear  skin, 
luninous  blue  eyes,  and  shining  braids  of  fair  hair. 
She  came  full  of  ideals  and  new  standards  and  aU 
the  terrible  wisdom  of  sixteen,  and  she  dumped 
them  in  a  mass  on  the  family  in  Calvary  AUey  and 
boldly  announced  that  "  what  she  was  going  to  do 
was  a-plenty  f 

But  like  most  reformers,  she  reckoned  too  confi- 
dently on  cooperation.  The  rest  of  the  Snawdor 
family  had  not  been  to  reform  school,  and  it  had 
strong  objections  to  Nance's  drastic  measures.  Her 
innovmtioas  met  with  bitter  oppotitioa  from  Wmiam 
J.,  who  indignantly  declined  to  have  the  hitherto 
re^wcted  privacy  of  his  cars  and  nose  invaded,  to 
Mrs.  Snawdor,  who  refused  absolutely  to  sleq>  with 
the  windows  open. 

"What's  the  sense  in  working  your  fingers  off  to 

buy  coal  to  heat  the  house  if  you  go  an*  let  out  all  the 
hot  air  over  night?'*  she  demanded.  "They've 
filled  up  yer  head  with  fod  notions,  but  I  tdl  you 
right  now,  ytn  ain't  goin*  to  work  'em  off  on  us. 
You  kia  just  tdl  that  (^d  maid  Stanley  that  when 
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«he '8  had  three  husbands  and  five  children  i^  a 
st^,  an'  managed  to  live  on  less 'n  ten  dollars  a 
^^  *f/"  ^  *«»«  owugh  f er  her  to  be  leamin'  me 

"But  don't  aU  this  mess  ever  get  on  your  nerves  ? 
Dont  you  ever  want  to  dear  out  and  go  to  the 
country?  "asked  Nance. 

J^Not  mel"  said  Mrs.  Snawdor.  «I  been 
fi^tin  the  country  all  my  life.  It's  bad  enough 
ban  dirt  pore,  without  goin'  an'  settin'  down  among 
^  sttunps  w;here  there  ain't  nothin*  to  take  yernSd 

So  whatever  reforms  Nance  contemplated  had  to 
be  carried  out  slowly  and  with  great  tact  Mrs. 
Snawctor  having  put  forth  one  supreme  effort  to 
make  the  flat  sufficiently  decent  to  warrant  Nance^s 
return,  proposed  for  the  remainder  of  her  life  to 
rest  on  her  laurels.  As  for  the  children,  they  had 
grown  dd  «iou^  to  have  decided  opinions  of  their 
own,  and  when  Nance  threw  the  weight  of  her  infltt. 

ence  <m  the  side  of  order  and  cleanliness,  she  was  re- 
garded as  a  trartor  in  the  dmip.  It  was  only  Mr 
Snawdor  who  sought  to  uphold  her,  and  Mr.  Snaw-' 
dor  was  but  a  broken  reed. 

Meanwhile  the  aU-important  question  of  getting 
JJ^ricwas  under  discussion.  Miss  Stanley  haS 
several  tenutive  suggestions,  but  none  of  them  met 
witn  Mrs.  Snawdor's  approval. 

"  No,  I  ain't  goin'  to  let  you  wwk  out  in  private 
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faniflie.r  Ae  dectared  fadig,««l       "She'.  «, 

better  born  than  what  Bod  w«i    I'm  goin' torit 

Uarkes  this  very  eveninV 
"  I  don't  want  to  work  in  a  factory  I "  Nance  said 

M™'  S?T  y°».«««  to  run  a  beattty  parlor,"  «id 
?*"•  ^«'<'°'.  wrth  »comfnl  reference  to  NaiKe^ 
•"■Prov^  jppeanuK..    "You  might  ju^  «^tu 

^Lew.,  h^  been  up  to  Clarke',  goin'  on  fou; 
^»„«ow.    I  hear  they're  puriun.-   him   right 

Nimce  rtopped  drumming  on  the  windowi>«K 
^^1^"^'"*^^  The  one  ^ 
T^  "^T^  *°  '"'"^  «'"  Stanley  .„d 

ift^  SST",  ^  """'^  *"«"  "»  JookedU^ 

h«vwhether  he  had  a  sweetheart?  She  had  toS 
^  three  days  now  and  had  caught  no  glimp,,  of 

toll ^  "^"^f  "°*^'  °*  l^"  ""^  »tq»iother 
^^IJ^'IJ"*  "P  "ith  the  MethodK 
na.  «ound  to  meetm'.  an'  thing,  with  that  there 
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«?**t^.^  ^•^  Slap  Jack't?"  adnd  Nme. 

Yet;  IM  s  got  hit  room  there  ttill.    I  hetr  hit 

«adtedtoi',ww|r.    FlirtiV  with  the  ttigelflv now. 

The  proq>ect  <rf  teeing  Dan  cheered  Nance  ««»^f- 

ingly.  She  spent  the  morning  washiqg  and  ironing 
her  bett  thirt-waitt  and  turning  the  ribbon  on  her 
tam-o'-shanter.  Every  detail  of  her  toUet  received 
scrupulous  attention. 

It  was  raining  dismaUy  when  the  and  Mn.  Snaw- 
dor  pickeJ  their  way  across  the  factory  yard  that 
afternoon.  The  Iconglomcrate  mass  of  buildings 
known  as  "  Oarice't  '*  loomed  somberly  agamtt  the 
duU  tky.  Beside  the  low  central  building  a  huge 
gas-pipe  towered,  and  the  water,  trickling  down  it, 
made  a  puddle  through  which  they  had  to  wade  to 
reach  the  door  of  the  furnace  room. 

Withm  they  could  see  the  huge,  round  furnace 
with  Its  belt  of  tmall  fieiy  doors,  from  which  glass- 
blowers,  with  long  bkm-pipes  were  deftly  taking 

«iaU  lumps  of  moolten  j^ass  and  blowing  them  into 
balls. 

"  There 's  Dan! "  cried  Mrs.  Snawdor,  and  Nance 
looked  eagerly  in  the  direction  indicated. 

In  the  red  glare  of  the  furnace,  a  Wg,  awkward, 
bare-armed  young  fellow  was  just  turning  to  roll 
his  red-hot  ball  on  a  board.  There  was  a  steady 
look  in  the  gray  eyes  that  scowled  sli^y  under  the 
intense  glare,  a  sure  movement  of  the  hands  that 


CLARKE'S  ,« 

«w^  S«wdor-.  beclconin,  &>„,,  h,  «^  * 
"  TU.  ho,  i,  NMKe  MoDojr,-  hM  Mn.  Smwdor 

to.  withdrew  the  land  Ae  had  held  out    D^did 

2  to  S^  '^,*^  ■"'  *"»<»  «»k«  -o  much 
puMtomnm.    After «  caaual nod  he  wood  look- 

Zl^"r  "^  "*^  «h«  toe  of  hi.  h.„y  boot 
■gainst  his  blow-pipe. 

"  Sure."  he  said  slowly,  "  but  this  is  no  fit  place 
for  a  girl,  Mrs.  Snawdor."  ^ 

Mrs.  Snawdor  bristled  immediately 

Pjn  looked  Nance  over  in  troubled  silence. 

«.  i#  J?!  ^""^^  ^*^^"  ^  ^^  "  impersonaUy 
«3jf  she  had  not  been  present  i^  »«»"y 

-  Y«,  an'  past    I  knowed  they'd  be  scarin'  up 

long  before  the  foreman  'II  be  here?  " 
^"^tirne  now,"  said  Dan.    "  I'll  take  you  into 

the  crowded  room.    The  heat  was  stifiing,  and  the 
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air  wMfuB  of  itiiigiiig  glass  dust.  All  about  them 
bcjn  were  nimiiiig  with  red  hot  bottles  on  bic 
••boitoi  dwvdi.  She  hated  the  ptace.  «id  2 
Hated  Dtn  fornot  beiAg  ghul  to  lee  her. 

"2^  are  the  carryiflg-in  bo)%'' Din  exphdn^ 
^«tnmmgu>Mnu  aU  of  hi.  wnark.  io^ 
Snawdor.  "That '.  where  I  began.  You  wouldn't 
beheve  that  those  kids  often  run  as  much  as  twenty- 
|^°,f^*%-    Watch  out  there,  boy  I    Bccaii- 

But  his  warning  came  too  hite.    One  of  the 
«»Uer  youngsteb  had  stumbled  and  dropped  his 

•hovd,  and  a  hot  bottie  had  glazed  ins  legTbrnning 
away  a  bit  of  the  stocking. 

forward.    "  You 're  not  much  hurt    111  fix  you 
up.  ' 

But  the  bqy  was  frightened  and  refused  to  let 
hun  remove  the  stocking. 

•VLet  me  do  it."  begged  Nance.    "Icangetitoff 
without  hurting  him."  «"«w«oir 

J^  wWle  Dan  heM  the  chUd's  leg  steady,  she 
taAed  and  bomidit  in  a  way  that  did  credit  to 
Docs  teammg.  Only  once  during  the  process  did 
she  loc*  j^,  and  then  she  was  relieved  to  see  in- 

stead  of  the  stem  face  of  a  strange  young  man,  the 
compassionate.  famiHar  face  of  the  dd  Dan^  she 
used  to  know. 


CLARKE'S 


M7 


The  interview  with  the  foreman  wis  of  brief 
duration.  He  wai  a  thick-set,  pimply-faced  penon 
whom  Dm,  called  Mr.  Bean.  He  twept  an  a^dih 
ing  ^  over  the  applicant,  submitted  a  few  bliu  t 
quertioni  to  Dan  in  an  undertone,  ignored  Mrs, 
Snawdors  voluble  comments,  and  ended  by  ttJIi.ir 
Nance  to  report  for  work  the  following  we<.'K. 

As  Mrs.  Snawdor  and  Nance  took  their  depan- 
ore.  the  former,  whose  thoughts  seldom  traveled  o.i 
«  Mngle  track,  said  tentotivdy : 

"Dan  Lewis  has  got  to  be  real  nice  lookin'  seme 
you  seen  him,  ain't  he?" 

..l^^i  *°  *^  °^"  ~^  ^"^  -^  "-rting 
^hisindiffef«ce.    But  as  she  turned  the  comer  of 
toe  buUduig.  she  stole  a  hist  look  through  the  win- 
dow to  where  Dan  was  standing  at  his  fiery  post, 
his  rtrong,  serious  face  and  broad,  bare  chest  lighted 
«V  by  the  radiance  from  the  glofy-hole. 
k  JLJ?'  ^***  ""^  enthusiasm  that  Nance  presented 
bendf  at  the  factory  on  Monday  morning,  ready  to 
enhst  m  what  Bishop  Bland  called  « the  noble  serv- 
ice of  industiy."    Her  woric  was  in  the  finishing 
room  where  a  number  of  girls  were  crowded  at 
ma^  and  tables,  filing,  clipping,  and  packing 
oottltt.    Her  task  was  to  take  the  screw-neck  bot- 
fies  that  came  from  the  leer,  and  chip  and  fil.  their 
jagged  necks  and  shoukiers  until  aU  the  roughness 
was  removed.    It  was  dirty  work,  and  dangerous 
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^^^^^"^^"^^  ^^*  •nd  the  found  It  difficult  to 

ridlt"i^'  ^/t^"*  ^:'^^*  hoUow-chened  girl  be- 

you  to  be  more  particular.    Between  you  an' thi. 
J^,othergirl.you',^Wtoput«yg:^Sl 

Nance  glanced  up  at  the  gaunt  face  with  its  empty 
«ye  socket  and  then  looked  quickly  away. 
"Say,"  said  the  other  new  girl,  complainingly. 

-1.  It  always  hotjike  this  in  here?    I'mlstch^: 
ing. 

"  Wc'U  git  the  boss  to  put  in  a  lectric  fan  fer 

th^l!^r!^T?^.^*'  distaste  for  the  work,  Nance 
tZ  ^  TJr"^  cha^cteristic  vehemence. 
^.!!f^  .**  ^  ^"*^*^  *^^«  ^^  ^'^e"  that 
Tu?^^.^"^'  »nd  i^ieed  she  was  detennined 
to  have,  regardless  of  consequences. 

leara  next?  "  she  aJced  presently. 

Mig  langM  gruffly. 

-There  ain't  no  next  If  you'd  started  as  a 
wrapper,  you  might  V  worked  up  a  bit.  but  voa 
aTSJ .rft  y  ^  *°  ^  '  chuck^rSid':^.  '?i^ 
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**  Bat  if  you  get  to  be  awful  quick,  you  can  make 
money,  can't  you?"  -s /««  ««  maxe 

"  You  kin  make  enot^gh  to  pay  fer  two  meals  a 
My  if  yer  appetite  ain't  too  good." 

Nance's  heart  sank.    It  was  a  htew  to  find  that 
Mag.  who  was  the  cleverest  girl  in  the  finishing 
room,  had  been  filing  bottle  necks  for  four  years 
She  irtole  a  glance  at  her  stooped  shoulders  and  sal^ 
low  skm  and  the  hideous,  empty  socket  of  her  left 

^    What  was  the  good  of  becoming  expert  if  it 
only  put  one  where  Mag  was? 

^y  «^even  o'clock  there  was  a  sharo  oain  hrtwemi 

This  was  the  signal  for  a  general  lau^ 

They  re  kiddin'  you  fer  sheddin'  yer  shoes  » 
«;2f«»^  Mag.  who  had  laughed  louder  thTry- 
body.  Greenhorns  always  do  it  first  thing.  By 
te  tune  you  Ve  stepped  on  a  piece  of  glass  aict  or 

After  a  whUe  one  of  tl.e  girls  started  a  song,  and 
°«^  one  the  other,  joined  in.  There  were  nu- 
me™»  verses,  and  a  plaintive  refrain  that  referred 
to^  Ae  ,oy  that  ne'er  would  cone  .g«n  to  you 

When  no  more  verses  could  be  thoueht  of  thM. 
were  .tones  a™j  doubtful  joke,  whicXt  theS 
mto  fiu  of  wild  lau^ter.  *^ 


I50 


CALVARY  ALLEY 


"  Oh,  cheese  it,"  said  Mag  after  one  of  these  ski- 
Idds."       ^  ■"  *^'  *°  ^»*»v«  "o«  before  these 

"They  don't  know  what  we  are  talkin*  about" 
aaid  a  red-haired  girl.  .    ^^ 

"You  bet  I  do,"  said  Nance,  with  disgnat,  "but 
you  all  give  me  a  sick  headache." 

When  the  foreman  made  his  rounds,  figures  that 
had  begun  to  droop  were  galvsniaed  into  fresh 
effort    At  Mag's  bench  he  paused. 

r  ^^  *f*  tJ».finies  making  ft?  »  he  asked,  with 
a  famfliar  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  each  new  girl. 

Nances  companion  dropped  her  eyes  with  a  simper- 
log  smile,  but  Nance  jerked  away  indignantly. 

The  foremu  looked  at  the  back  of  the  shining 
head  and  frowned. 

„  *'  ^^ '"  ^^*  to  push  up  the  stroke,"  he  said 
Cant  you  see  you  lose  time  by  changing  your  po- 
sition  so  often?    What  makes  yo a  fidget  so?" 

Nance  set  her  teeth  resolutely  and  held  her 
tongue.  But  her  Irish  instinct  always  suffered  from 
restramt  and  by  the  time  the  noon  whistk  blew,  she 
was  m  a  state  of  sullen  resentment  The  thought 
of  her  bdoved  Miss  Stanley  and  what  she  would 
thmk  of  these  surroundings  brought  a  lump  into  her 
tnroat 

"  Come  on  over  here."  caUed  Mag  from  a  group 
of  girls  at  the  open  window.  "Don't  you  mind 
what  Bean  says.    He 's  sow  on  any  girl  that  won't 
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Z^^uf'^r^'^  You're  as  smart  again  as 
ttat  other  lad.  I  can  teU  right  off  if  a  girl 's  got 
Pwiption,  an' if  she  *s  on  the  strai^t 

'^Omck  that  Sunday-school  dope,"  laughed  a 
f>retty,  red-haired  girl  named  Gert.  "You  git  her 
w'a^'^  2««' «'  I  would  n't  give  a  nickd  fer 

"  You  ought  to  know/'  said  Mag,  drily 
The  talk  ran  hirgdy  to  food  and  clothes,  and 
Nance  hstened  with  growing  dismay.    It  seemed 
that  most  of  the  girls  lived  in  rooming  houses  and 
took  their  meals  out 

**  Wisht  I  had  a  Hamberger,"  said  Mag.    "I 

»m  t  had  a  bite  of  meat  fer  a  month.    lalwaysbuy 
my  shoes  with  meat  money." 

^^  "  I  git  my  hats  with  breakfasts,"  said  another  girl. 
Fourteen  breakfasts  makes  a  dollar-forty.    I  kin 
buy  a  hat  fer  a  dollar-f orty-nine  that 's  sweU  enough 
fer  anybody."  •  ^ 

"  I  gotta  have  my  breakfast,"  said  Mag.    "  Four 
cups  of  coffee  ain't  nothin'  to  me." 

Gert  got  up  and  stretched  herself  impatiently. 
I  m  sick  an'  tired  of  hearin'  you  all  talk  about 
eatm  Mag  s  idea  of  Heaven  is  a  place  where  you 
spend  ten  hours  makin'  money  an'  two  eatin'  it  uo 
Some  of  us  ain't  built  like  that  We  g«f  to  have 
some  fun  as  we  go  along,  an'  we  're  goin  to  git  it 
you  bet  your  sweet  life,  one  way  or  the  other  " 

Soon  after  work  was  resumed,  word  was  passed 
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wound  that  a  big  order  l»d  <«ne  in,  and  nobcxhr  1^ 
toquitworkuntUitwasnuukup.    Arippk^IX 
len  comment  followed  this  announcemcnTbiit  tht 
girUbeit  to  their  tasks  with  feverish  ener^. 
At  two  o  dock  the  other  new  girl  standi^  next  to 

floor  m  the  midst  of  the  broken  glass 

'"m^2'f^  "^u^f^"  Z^"^^  ^  *°  Nance. 
T^»  tm  t  nothm'  to  what  it  is  in  hot  weather  " 

mto  erable.  and  her  cut  fingers  and  aching  f4  made 

prl  and  give  ^,  the  fight.  But  pride  held  her  to  her 
task.  After  what  seemed  to  her  an  eternity  she 
agam  looked  at  the  big  clock  over  the  door.  It  was 
^y  three.  How  was  she  ever  to  endure  three  more 
hours  when  eveiy  minute  now  was  an  agony? 

J^l  ^  ^"^  ''^^  ^^  *"™«^  ^^  head  long 
enough  to  say ;  * 

"  Hsng  yer  arms  down  a  spell ;  that  kind  of  rests 
em.    You  am  t  goin'  to  flop,  too,  are  you  ?  " 
Not  if  I  can  hold  out." 

"I  knowed  you  was  game  all  right,"  said  Mag, 
with  grim  approval.  ^' 

By  six  o'clock  the  last  bottle  was  packed,  and 
Nan^  washed  the  blood  and  dirt  off  hefhand  and 

l^"^,l''':'f'^'^'^^-S^^^^^oh.r  shoes.  She 
jerked  her  jacket  and  tamK)'-shanter  from  the  Ion£ 
row  of  hooks,  and  half  blind  with  wearines^loS 


CLARKE'S  ,53 

,  of  woMcn  and  giris  that  jostled  one 

•«WBtiie  stain.    Every  muadc  of  her  body 

«*•  .JTi^T^^  "^^  "^  ^°*  ^»**»  rebeUion. 

AmlT^r^  her  to  come  back;  she  was 
tnrough  widi  factory  work  forever. 

^t^-^f"^  out  into  the  yard,  a  totaUy  van- 
quished  litHe  soWier  00  the  battie-field  of  industry 
she  spied  Dan  Lewi,  standing  beside  the  taU  gas- 
pipc,  evidently  waiting  for  somebody.  He  probably 
had  a  sweetheart  among  aU  these  trooping  girls;  per- 
haps  ,t  was  the  pretty,  red-haired  one  named  Gert 
me  thought,  dropping  suddenly  into  a  surcharged 
heart,  bnmmed  it  over,  and  Nance  had  to  sweep  her 
fingers  across  her  tyts  to  brush  away  the  tears. 

And  then: 

"I  thought  I'd  missed  you."  said  Dan,  quite  as 
a  matter  of  course,  as  he  caught  step  with  her  and 
raised  her  umbrella. 

Nance  could  have  flung  her  tired  arms  about  him 

To  ht  smgled  out,  like  that,  before  aU  the  girls  on 

SiTof^  .f  ^'  "^  5*!*  *  ^"^  *  Wg  beau,  pilot  her 
through  the  crowded  streets  and  into  Calvary  Alley 
where  all  might  see.  was  sufficient  to  change  the 
duUest  sky  to  rose  and  hghten  the  heart  of  the  most 
discouraged. 

On  the  way  home  they  found  little  to  say,  but 
Nances  achmg  feet  fairly  tripped  beside  those  of 
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her  toU  cooqwnion,  and  when  tliey  tuned  ^tp 
^.  c««er  and  Dm  «Aed  in  his  ilow.  ddi^ 

3'  >^^^^*"^  ^'"S^^  to  like  the 
M^?  Nance  answered  enthnsiasticaUy.  "CMl 
Ilikeit8|»]endidr'  /»     v/»>. 


CHAPTER  XIII 


EIGHT   TO  SIX 

THROUGH  that  long,  wet  spring  Nance  did 
her  ten  hours  a  day,  six  days  in  the  week  and 
on  the  seventh  washed  her  clothes  and  mended 
them.  Her  breaking  in  was  a  hard  one,  for  she  was 
as  quick  of  tongue  as  she  was  of  fingers,  and  her 
tirades  against  the  monotony,  the  high  speed,  and 
the  small  pay  were  frequent  and  vehement.  Eveiy 
other  week  when  Dan  was  on  the  night  shift,  she 
made  np  her  mind  definitely  that  she  would  stand  it 
no  lot^r. 

But  on  the  alternate  weeks  when  she  never  failed 
to  find  him  waiting  at  the  gas-pipe  to  take  her  home, 
she  thought  better  of  it  She  loved  to  slip  in  under 
his  big  cotton  umbrella,  when  the  nights  were  rainy, 
and  hold  to  his  elbow  as  he  shouldered  a  way  for  her 
through  the  crowd;  she  liked  to  be  a  part  of  that 
endless  jmxcssion  of  bobbing  uafardlas  that  flowed 
down  the  long,  wet,  glistening  street ;  best  of  all  she 
Ifleed  the  distinction  of  having  a  "  steady  "  and  the 
envious  ghmces  it  brought  her  from  the  other  girls. 

Sometimes  when  they  paused  at  a  sh<q>  window, 
she  caught  her  reflection  in  a  mirror,  and  smiled 
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approval  at  the  bright  face  under  the  red  tarn.    She 
wondered  constantly  if  Dan  thought  she  was  pretty 

and  always  came  to  the  conclusion  that  he  did  not 

From  the  time  they  left  the  factory  until  they 
saw  the  towering  bulk  of  the  cathedral  against  the 
dusk,  Nance's  chatter  never  ceased.  She  drama- 
tized her  experiences  at  the  factory ;  she  gave  a  lively 
account  of  the  doings  of  the  Snawdor  family;  she 
wove  tales  of  mystery  around  old  Mr.  Demry.  She 
had  the  rare  gift  of  enhancing  every  passing  moment 
with  something  of  importance  and  interest 

Dan  listened  with  the  flattering  homage  a  slow, 
taciturn  nature  often  pays  a  quick,  vivacious  one. 
It  was  only  when  problems  amccming  the  factory 
were  touched  tq>on  that  his  tongue  lost  its  stiffness. 
Und«  an  unswerving  loyalty  to  his  employers  was 
growing  a  discontent  with  certain  existing  con- 
ditioBs.    The  bad  lighting  system,  the  ku:k  of  ven- 
tilation, the  enq>k)yment  of  children  under  age,  were 
subjects  that  rendered  him  eloquent    That  crud 
morth  spent  in  the  reformatory  had  branded  him  so 
<teeply  that  he  was  supersensitive  to  the  wrongs  of 
others,  and  spent  much  of  his  time  in  planning  ways 
and  means  to  better  conditions. 

"  Don't  you  ever  want  a  good  time,  Dan  ?  "  Nance 
asked.  «  Don't  you  ever  want  to  sort  of  let  go  and 
do  something  reckless?  '* 

"  No ;  but  I  '11  tell  you  what  I  do  want  I  want 
a'  education.    I  've  a  good  mind  to  go  to  night 
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•chool  and  try  to  pick  up  tome  of  the  thingi  I  did  n't 
fet  a  chance  to  learn  when  I  was  a  kid." 

Nance  acoffed  the  idea;  school  was  ahnost  invis- 
ible to  her  from  the  giddy  height  of  sixteen. 

Lets  go  on  a  bat,"  she  urged.  **  Let 's  go  out  and 
see  something." 

So  on  the  four  f olkywing  Sundays  Dan  took  her  to 
see  the  library,  the  reservoir,  the  city  hall,  and  the 
jaiL  His  ideas  of  recreation  had  not  been  culti- 
vated. 

The  time  in  the  week  to  which  she  always  looked 
forward  was  Saturday  afternoon.  Then  they  got 
out  early,  and  if  the  weather  was  fine,  they  would 
stop  in  Post-Oflke  Square  and,  sitting  on  one  of 
the  iron  benches,  watch  the  passing  throng.  There 
was  something  thrilling  m  the  jostling  crowds,  and 
the  electric  signs  flashing  out  one  by  one  down  the 
long  gay  thoroughfare. 

Post-Office  Square,  at  the  end  of  the  day,  was 
always  littered  with  papers  and  trash.  In  its  center 
was  a  battered,  weather  kiosk,  and  facing  it,  was  a 
huge  electric  advertisement  which  indulged  in  the 
guttering  gMerality,  that  "You  get  what  you  pay 
for.  * 

Itwas  not  a  irface  to  in^re  romance,  yet  eveiy 
Stteirday  its  benches  were  crowded  with  boys  and 

girls  who  had  no  place  to  visit  except  on  the  street 
Through  Hx  long  spring  dusks,  with  their  tender 

does  aua  sih^er  ^ttits,  Kande  ami  Dim  ktopt  ctiteffiny, 
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unconcerned  tRMtfa  the  pMt  or  the  future,  whoHy  ooB- 
tent  with  the  May-time  of  the  preient  Atawonl 
or  touch  f  ran  Dan,  Nance's  inflanmable  nature 
would  have  taken  fire  but  Dan,  under  Mrs.  Purdy't 
influence^  was  paiuag  through  an  acute  itage  of 
religioiif  conversion,  and  all  desires  of  the  flesh  were 
■temly  rcfiressed  by  that  new  creed  to  which  he  was 
nuddng  such  heroic  efforts  to  conform.  With  the 
leal  of  a  new  convert,  he  considered  it  his  duty  to 
guard  his  small  companion  against  all  love-making, 
including  his  own. 

Nance  at  an  db-ly  age  had  developed  a  protective 
code  that  even  without  Dan's  forbidding  looks  and 
constant  surveillance  might  have  served  its  purpose. 
Despite  the  high  spirits  and  free  speech  that  brought 
her  so  many  admiring  glances  from  the  boys  in  the 
factory,  it  was  soon  understood  that  the  "  Molloy 
kid  "  was  not  to  be  trifled  with. 

"  Say,  little  Sister,  I  like  your  looks,"  Bean  had 
said  to  her  one  morning  when  they  were  alone  in  the 
hall.  "  It 's  more  than  I  do  yours,"  Nance  had  an- 
swered coolly,  with  a  critical  glance  at  his  punply 
nose. 

As  summer  came  on,  the  work,  whjdi  at  first  was 
so  diflicult,  gradually  became  automatic,  and  while 
her  shouliers  always  ached,  and  her  feet  were 
alwaya  tired,  she  ceased  for  the  most  part  to  think 
of  them.  It  was  the  confinement  that  told  upon  her, 
arid  when  the  long  bright  days  came,  and  she  thought 
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of  Fontt  Home  and  tto  woods  and  ttrauns,  her  rest- 
l«snes8  inentaed.  The  ftifling  finiAing  room,  the 
^^ccms^^tt^  oi  ib^  gitl^  uid  iht  tvtHudng 
cnmduiig  of  glau  tnder  foot  were  tt  timet  afanost 
unendurable. 

One  day  when  the  blue  of  the  iky  could  not  be 

dfflimed  even  by  factory  imoke,  and  the  air  wai  full 
of  enticement,  Nance  slipped  out  at  the  noon  hour 
and.  watching  her  chance,  darted  across  the  factory 

ywd  out  through  the  stables,  to  the  road  beyond.  A 
decrepit  old  elm-tree,  which  had  evidently  made 
heroic  effort  to  keep  tryst  with  the  ^ring,  was  the 
one  touch  of  green  in  an  otherwise  barren  Umd- 
iope.  Scrambling  up  the  bank,  Nance  flung  her- 
self on  the  ground  beneath  its  branches,  and  between 
the  bites  of  a  dry  sandwich,  proceeded  to  fi^e  vent 
to  some  of  her  surplus  vitality. 
"Arra,  come  in,  Baniejr  McKane,  out  of  the  rain," 
she  sang  at  the  top  of  her  voice. 

"And  sit  down  tmtU  the  nxxm  comes  out  again. 
Sure  a  cup  of  Uy  III  hrew,  jurt  enough  for  me  and  you. 
Well  snuggle  up  together,  and  well  talk  about  the 
weather, 

Do  you  hear?    Barney  dear,  there '•  a  queer 
Sort  of  feelin'  round  me  heart,  that  gives  me  pain, 
And  I  thmk  the  likes  o'  me  could  learn  to  like  the  likes 
o  y^ 

Arra,  come  in,  Barney  McKane,  out  of  the  rain ! " 
So  absorbed  was  she  in  trying  operatic  effects  that 
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she  did  not  notice  an  approaching  automobile  until 
it  came  to  a  stop  in  the  road  below. 

"Hi  there,  Sembrich!"  commanded  a  fresh 
young  voice,  the  owner  of  which  emphasized  his 
salute  with  his  horn,  "  are  you  one  of  the  factory 
kids?" 

Nance  rose  to  a  sitting  posture. 
"  What  *s  it  to  you  ?  "  she  asked,  instantly  on  the 
defensive. 

"  I  want  to  know  if  Mr.  Clarke 's  come  in.  Have 
you  seen  him?" 

"  No,  indeed,"  said  Nance,  to  whom  Mr.  Clarke 
was  as  vague  as  the  Deity;  then  she  added  good- 
naturedly,  "  I  'U  go  find  out  if  you  want  me  to." 

The  young  man  shut  off  his  engine  and,  transfer- 
ring two  struggling  pigeons  from  his  left  hand  to 
his  right,  dismounted. 

"Never  mind,"  he  said.  "I'll  go  myself. 
Road 's  too  rotten  to  take  the  machine  in."  Then 
he  hesitated.  "I  say,  will  you  hold  these  con- 
founded birds  'til  I  come  back?  Won't  be  gone  a 
minute.    Just  want  to  speak  to  the  governor." 

Nance  scrambled  down  the  bank  and  accepted  the 
fluttering  charges,  then  watched  with  liveliest  inter- 
est the  buoyant  figure  in  the  light  suit  go  swinging 
up  the  road.  There  was  something  tantalizingly 
familiar  in  his  quick,  imperious  manner  and  his 
brown,  irresponsible  eyes.  In  her  first  confusion  of 
mind  she  thought  he  must  be  the  prince  come  to  life 
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out  of  Mr.  Demry's  old  fairy  talc.    Then  she  caught 
her  breath. 

"I  beUevc  it's  that  Qarke  boy!"  she  thought, 
with  rising  excitement,  "  I  wonder  if  he  'd  remem- 
ber the  fight  ?    I  wonder  if  he  'd  remember  me  ?  " 

She  went  over  to  the  automobile  and  ran  her 
fingers  over  the  silver  initials  on  the  door. 

"  M.  D.  C,"  she  repeated.     "  It  w  him  I    It  is  I " 

In  the  excitement  of  her  discovery  she  relaxed  her 
grasp  on  the  pigeons,  and  one  of  them  escaped.  In 
vain  she  whistled  and  coaxed;  it  hopped  about  in 
the  tree  overhead  and  then  soared  away  to  larger 
freedom. 

Nance  was  aghast  at  the  catastrophe.  She  did 
not  wait  for  the  owner's  return,  but  rushed  headlong 
down  the  road  to  meet  him. 

"  I  let  one  of  'em  go  I "  she  cried  in  consternation, 
as  he  vaulted  the  fence  and  came  toward  her.  "  I 
would  n't  'a'  done  it  for  anything  in  the  worid.  But 
I  '11  pay  you  for  it,  a  little  each  week.  Honest  I 
will ! " 

'ihe  handsome  boyish  face  above  her  clouded  in- 
stantly. 

"  You  let  it  go?  "  he  repeated  furiously.  "  You 
little  fool  you!    How  did  you  do  it?  '* 

Nance  looked  at  him  for  a  moment;  then  she  de- 
liberately lifted  the  other  pigeon  as  high  as  she 
could  reach  and  opened  her  hand. 

"Like  that!  "she  cried. 
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Mac  Clai-ke  watched  his  stcond  bird  wheel  into 
space;  then  his  amazed  glance  dropped  to  l^e  slim 
figure  of  the  young  girl  in  her  short  gingham  dress, 
with  the  sunlight  shining  on  her  hair  and  on  her 
bright,  defiant  eyes. 

"  You  Ve  got  your  nerve! "  he  said  with  a  fhcu 
laugh;  then  he  climbed  into  his  car  and,  with  several 
backward  glances  of  mingled  anger  and  amusement, 
drove  away. 

Nance  related  the  incident  with  great  gusto  to 
Dan  that  night  on  the  way  home. 

"  He  nevei^  recognized  me,  but  I  knew  him  right 
off.^    Same  old  Smart  Aleck,  calling  people  names." 

"  I  was  up  in  the  office  when  he  come  in,"  said 
Dan.  "  He  'd  been  held  up  for  speeding  and  wanted 
his  father  to  pay  his  fine." 

"Did  he  do  it?" 

"Of  course.  Mac  always  gets  what  he  wants. 
He  told  Bean  he  was  n't  gomg  to  stay  at  that  school 
m  Virginia  if  he  had  to  make  'cm  expel  him.  Sure 
enough  they  did.  Wouldn't  I  like  to  have  his 
chance  though!" 

"  I  don't  blame  him  for  not  wanting  to  go  to 
school,"  said  Nance.    Then  she  added  absenUy, 

"  Say,  he 's  got  to  be  a  awful  swell-looker,  has  n't 
he?" 

That  night,  for  the  first  time,  she  objected  to  stop- 
ping  in  Post-Office  Square. 
"  It  ain't  any  fun  to  hang  around  there,"  she  said 
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impatienUy.    "  I  'm  sick  of  doing  tame  things  all  the 
time." 

The  next  time  Nance  saw  Mac  Qarke  was  toward 
the  close  of  the  summer.  Through  the  long  swelter- 
ing hours  of  an  interminable  August  morning  she 
had  filed  and  chipped  bottles  with  an  accuracy  and 
speed  that  no  longer  gave  cause  for  criticism.  The 
months  of  confinement  were  beginning  to  tell  upon 
her;  her  bright  color  was  gone,  and  she  no  longer 
had  the  energy  at  the  noon  hour  to  go  down  the 
road  to  the  elm-tree.  She  wanted  above  all  things 
to  stretch  out  at  fuU  length  and  rest  her  back  and 
relax  all  those  tense  muscles  that  were  so  reluctantly 
learning  to  hold  one  position  for  hours  at  a  time. 

At  the  noon  hour  she  had  the  unexpected  diver- 
sion of  a  visit  from  Birdie  Smelts.  Birdie  had 
achieved  her  cherished  ambition  of  going  on  the 
stage,  and  was  now  a  chorus  girl  in  the  "  Rag  Time 
Follies."  Meager  news  of  her  had  reached  the 
alley  from  time  to  time,  but  nobody  was  prepared 
for  the  very  pretty  and  sophisticated  young  person 
who  condescended  to  accept  board  and  lodging  from 
her  humWe  parents  during  the  interval  between  her 
engagements.  Nance  was  genuinely  glad  to  see  her 
and  especially  gratified  by  the  impression  her  white 
coat-suit  and  black  picture  hat  made  on  the  finishing 
room. 

"  It  must  be  grand  to  be  on  the  stage,"  said  Gert 
enviously. 
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n.J^.f'     *  ^'"^•"  "*''  ^''*''  airily.    ••  That 's 
».«•.  than  you  can  claim  for  this  rotten  grind.'- 

She  put  a  h.gh.heeled,  white-shod  foot  on  the  win- 
dow  ledge  to  adjust  its  bow,  and  every  tvT^J^Z 
roan  foUowed  the  process.         "  "'"J' «ye  "•  Ae 

"  Ibet  I  malce  more  money  in  a  week,"  she  con- 
toued  dnu^tically,  "than  you  all  make  i;  a  mc^. 
And  look  at  your  hands  I  Why,  they  could  n't  nav 
me  enough  to  have  my  hands  sirred'up  like  iLu" 

v^^  1  •'  *  "  "^  *'*'•  Say,  the  destruction  on 
your  shoes  .s  somethin'  fiercel  You  orter  see  thU 
here  room  some  nights  at  dosin'  time;  it 's  thaTthick 
wiA  glass  you  don't  know  where  to  siep  " 

out,  iiXo^loS^tt.."^''''''^ ''-"»'' 

triJue^TsSce'""  '""""'"^  *'  •■— '^^  '" 

Tt2£''  "  m«'  7*  *"  *"^"'  ""*'"  *«  «id 
restlessly.       What  gets  me  is  never  having  any  fun 

I  _have  n't  danced  a  step  since  I  left  Fo4  ^c^," 

tT:^r^'-    "S-ennightsaweekand 

B-  *""*  *"  "y  sleep." 

B.rd.e  was  sitting  in  the  window  now,  ostensibly 
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najity  watching  the  factory  yard  below. 

excuse  t^  hoc^t^  ^ri'l^^T  ^''^J-a'Te  ^Lt^ 
a  show  if  you  willl "  *  "  take  you  to 

heSTn'''' '?"'  f  *  '^^  '^°"«''*' "»«  *«  shook 
h«r  head  and  went  reluctantly  back  to  her  bench 

Sk  ^JT"  """""^  "*'  «"eers  lagged  atl^d," 
AU  Ae  vIa  in*i!'"  T"  """  ""^  <««=ontented. 

.      **s  '^"^  °f  berag  the  slave  of  a  whistle  a  co<r 
m  a  machine.    With  a  sudden  rash  S'se  2 

peg,  went  in  swift  pursuit  of  Birdie 

sudllfLf*,^' *r  T°^  ^'»'«  **  came  to  a 
sudden  halt.    Outside  the  door,  in  the  niche  made 

aafk^SdTrH""'^'.^''^""'"^  *"»'  s'<^  Mac 
Uarke  and  Birdie.    He  had  his  arms  about  her  and 

^e  was  a  look  ij  his  face  that  Nance  W  n^^' 

seen  m  a  man's  face  before.    Of  course  it  w« 

m«.nt  for  Ae  insolent  eyes  under  thr^^^  w 

but  .ns  ead  it  feU  on  Nance  standing  in  ZT^^ 

On  the  upper  landing  she  suffered  a  head-on  col- 
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h*r  hat  on  at  that  hZ.         ** '"'""«  ""*  *««  *■* 
"None  of  your  business,"  said  Nance  reckle«f„ 

tory  and  the  only  L?who  ^"""^'^  P''  «  *«  ^«- 

"  S~  here^he  ^d  "  I Z^ '""  "'""  °^  '"«• 
fire  you.    Which  Cu  liL.T'  ?°'"*  '"  ""  ^°"  »' 

.heX^J'^''''''"''''*'"**''' ''-<'-<' reached 
minutes  ago,  and  iX^Tt  kJ"^  "^"^^  **" 

"-;ste^^L~---o;T 

Nance  whose  f^  ib^  ett!  ^  j"":^'-*^^ 
too  long  for  the  knuckkf  '^/T'  *'  *°'" 
drifted  a  long  warfrom  ti.  J""'*'-    S*"'  "^d 

finements  of  F^tSt  SLe  h?*'""^  '^^"'^  «" 

«'«gginganchor^m"Ctth"?-if  "•"'*•  "'"  '^ 
oncoming  gales  of  m  "'''  ^  '^^  ** 


CHAPTER  XIV 

IDLENESS 

TITHEN  one  has  a  famishing  thirst  for  happi- 

whJ«„T'  °"'  "J^  *°  «"'P  •'°"''  <«versi«,s 
whwver  they  are  offered.    The  necessity  of  drain- 

not  cnluvate  a  discriminating  taste.  Nance  saw^ 
B-rdje  Smelts  her  one  chance  of  escape  from  t^" 
deadly  monotony  of  life,  and  she  seized  it  with 
both  hands.  Birdie  might  not  be  appro^  of^ 
seniors,  but  she  ,j^  a  disturbingly  important  person 
to  her  jumors.  To  them  it  seemed  nothing  short  of 
gemus  for  a  girl,  bom  as  they  were  in  L  sordM 

fartoty  and  soar  away  into  the  paradise  of  sUge- 
bnd  When  such  un  authority  gives  counsel,  it  « 
n«  to  be  Ignored  Birdie's  advice  had  been  ti  quit 
the  factopr,  and  Nance  had  taken  the  plunge  with- 
o^tany  idea  of  what  she  was  going  I  pu^^t 

nl^  "^J*^  ^^  ta-own  to  herself,  she  nevtr 
mentioned  Aat  episode  in  the  factoor  yard  to  either 
B.rd.e  or  Dan  Lewis.    There  were  many  thin« 

1(7 


i63 


II  i: 


CALVARY  ALLEY 


about  BrnUe  that  she  did  n«  like,  «,d  die  knew  onlv 
too  wdl  what  Mi«  StaiUey  wo4l  ha^^T  fi 
A«  Mu.  Stanley  would  n't  have  approved  of  Mr 
Demry  and  hi,  dope,  or  Mrs.  SaawdSfaT her  b!!r 
«  Mag  Gist,  with  her  loud  voice  tt.d  c^r«  iote' 
When  one  lives  in  Calvary  An,v  TL  k  .  ' 
nrnm.-...  ••  •  ..  ^'*"*'7  •""ey.  One  has  to  com- 
promise; ,t  ,s  seldom  the  best  or  the  next  best^ 
can  afford,  even  in  friends.  "*«  best  one 

wolt'X*^''  ^r***"'  •'*"'"'  *^  Nance  had  quit 
ZLl!,Tt  '""°"^    ^^  *"  Nance  MoUoT 

look  at  herl    What  was  Nance  a-goin'  to  do? 
Run  die  streets  with  Birdie  Smelts?    It  yl  td 

hTf  l;.^.''"'"'  'f'^«  Snawdor  jLTo^^ 
UKc  a  tombstone,  an  Fidv  a-havf«'  «  <:*   r 

much  as  k^ked  at  her,  iuTrvin'  Sai^'T; 

per  cent.    If  she  stayed  at  home,  she  'd  have  to  do 
the  work;  that  was  all  there  was  to  iti 

«br  as  «^  rent  man,"  she  ended  bitterly.    "  Yo^ll 
Z  faaS'^       '"  "  ''''  """^  *°  «°  ■»* «" 

Z^.r    ^  '^'^  **  '"■'«"'  answering  advertise- 
ments, applyng  at  stores,  visiting  agLes.    B« 
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•o  young  ««l  mexperi«„c«.  „  appUc^ST^ 

M«„whUe  Birdie  Smdu'.  thrilling  pro-ct  of 
m»ng  her  comply  .»  ,„  ^,  ^"^  ^^^W 
P«1.1e'.  wrdid  poMibilities  into  the  AadT  E^^ 
mght  rte  practi^d  gymnastic  and  dZ  «™  ^ 

"'*'»'"' of  ~""'«r  up  to  Nance's  room. 

One  of  Ae  conditions  upon  which  N«,ce  had  been 
pammed  to  return  to  Calva^r  AUey.  wasXt^ 
shou  d  not  sleep  in  the  same  W  with  FWy  £L  . 
condition  which  enraeed  Mrs  <!„,„/^  ^' " 
aU  the  rest         ""K^  **"•  Snawdor  more  than 

colir^'.'"  *'l!'  ^'"y'*  ^  *"  ketchinV  she 
complamed  mdignanUy  to  Uncle  Jed. 

bodvZ.^'-^"^'  '°°" °^ ""' *i°'t  <"°'n' any- 

ant  ST'CIK'  r  ?^^*"  *  "«  "»" 
♦fc-.  K    I      .  "  °^'  ***«  ^ron  wash-stand 

the  broken-leeeed  chair  ar*A  ♦u^  .       ^'*""' 

.he  only  arti^f tiSrr  wrr ::;^jr 

P«  with,  but  Uncle  Jed  donated  a  Utte,:^"^^ 
whch  despite  Its  rust-eaten  top  and  sagging  d^r 
8tiU  proclaimed  itself  a  "  Little  Jewel "  ' 

No  bride,  adorning  her  first  abode,'  ever  arran»«l 

Na'nrih  T  tt  7"  -*-'-  ^^ 
Nance    She  scrubbed  the  rough  floor,  washed  the 
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windows,  Md  policed  the  "Little  Jewel "  ™«ii  ; 
shone.    The  fir«»  »■«_.     u         .    ■'     *'     ""'"  " 

re-     '"*  wsi  money  she  could  save  oil*  «/ 1. 
factory  earnings  had  gone  to  settle  ?h«  T        " 
old  debt  to  Mr.  UvinL  for  .h!!  "t-^  ,•  °"'"'"'- 

"««  went  for  Wd^s  ^  ^h:^^!"*"-,*' 
curtains     H#r  ««,k*-  cneesc-doth  window 

%  plants  on  the  wirdfj-sHl'  "'  "~^  "'  "'^- 

horreda^^um     m7JT'^''  '*«  """™'  »<>- 
»luice  in  thrru  anVi        f  "~"  to  her  was  a 

-d  pans.  di«£  fit  rtft^t^'ir 

w..shing  would  be  hunT^  he  To.^\r r^  Z 
twins  would  be  playine  circu,  i„^  ■  ,2'  '  "" 
cherished  bed.  *'  '""''"*  °*  ••«•■ 

oughuo  £^tl^„l!:  ^''"'  P"  •'"<"*  h-"*  things 
plained  bitterly  to  Se  •"""*•     *'  '°"- 
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reckon  the  feUers  would  think  of  me  if  they  knew  I 
hung  out  In  »  hole  like  this  ?  "  ™y  knew  I 

"Who?" 

"  Mac  Oarke." 

"wL'^u^  *•"'•  °'  *""'  "»P'"'»  «t  her. 
coIdi;!"*  *°"° ''°  "'*"•«'"  »he  .*ed 

"  w" '  *"*  °"*  °'  y""*"  '«"era?  " 
mine"    tL'"  h'  V'"'*  '"^^^*  ">«««»  but 

vfn        M  ^^'  ^°"  "'°"8  "  y°"  *»«  to  look  on 

SKI"' "'*""*""■"«  "'*-'°^^o::; 

No^2!  'i?"""'  '°°'"''8  °"  »»  "eo-W^lf  business 
Not  that  she  wanted  to  dance  with  the  fouehn«ks 

^^  of^,^,,    T  '"'"'  S*^""  '^»'  «"»'•"  stand- 
ards of  speech  and  manner  that  liff«i  .1.       • 

enough  above  their  kind  to  [e"  '  BuTto  "! 

a^mst  the  wall  watching  other  peop L  dl  e  wa 

no^ng  short  of  agony  to  one  of  ^aSce's  te^per^! 

implored.  I  H  pay  the  dime."  And  Birdie  with 
professional  disdain,  condescended  to  "r  ; "he 
room  with  her  a  few  times. 
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T^  first  dance  was  to  Nance  what  the  tasu  of 

out  of  the  chorus  and  if  you  keep  up  this  practising 
w  ft  me,  you 'U  be  dancing  as  good  as  any  of  'em 
Ask  old  man  Demry;  he  played  in  the  orchestra  last 
time  we  was  at  the  Gaiety." 

m^sto  Mr.  Dem-ry.  she  met  with  prompt  discour- 

"No,   no.  my  dear  child,"  he  said   uneasily. 
You  must  put  that  idea  out  of  your  head.    The 
chorus  IS  no  place  for  a  nice  girl." 

w^^*'i*'"'  °*"  ^y»  "'»«  the  factory,  and 
^  Mrs.  Snawdor  says  about  housework,  anTwhat 
s^body  says  about  everything  I  start  to  do. 
Loojcs  like  being  a  nice  girl  don't  payl" 

nM  h^'  ^?  '°°''  ^  P*"^'  "'*"«  '*™  in  his  thin 
old  hand,  and  turned  her  face  up  to  his 

.nL^r?'"  ""^  f"^-  "*«'  °"  *y*»  have  seen  a 
good  deal  over  the  fiddle  strings.    I  would  rather 

to  r"  f  .^    u°  *'  ^"^  ^'^°'y-  '»<'  "^  i'  is.  than 
to  go  into  the  chorus." 

A  "»??*i  do  dance  as  good  as  some  of  the  girls 
don't  I,  Mr.  Demr,?  »  she  teased,  and  Mr.  DemrJ 


IDLENESS  ,73 

7^^'t,^  'a  °"  ""P"  *"  considerable,  had 
to  acknowledge  that  she  did. 

Uncle  Jed'5  attitude  was  scarcely  more  encourag- 

JJ'-'l  ^  "^"'^"''  **  *'"'"'  to  s*«  you  a  play- 
actor he  said,  "  walkin-  round  in  sldn  tights,  wid. 
your  face  all  painted  up."  ^ 

.Z"""  ''"ew  before  asking  that  Dan  would  dis- 

zr:;ht.*'~''""'"^''^'«--'"^*^« 

your  head,    he  said  sternly.    ••  I  wish  you  'd  quit 
a'l^ouTktd^"'^""*''^^-    '^'^ 

in  21^',  *^'^  "f  y-  "  *'»"«  **"«««>  Wm 
mmstant  loyalty  to  her  friend.    "Besides,  who 

a ?t^rir.*°  ™"  *'*^  ^^y"'  y""  *!■*  it 

am  t  stupid  drudgmg  around  home  all  day  and  never 

d':zs."""""'°"'-  ^-"""^--'-o 

Dan  looked  down  at  her  in  troubled  silence. 
Mrs.  Purdy's  always  asking  me  why  I  don't 
ta^ng  you  to  some  of  the  meetings  at  the  church. 
They  have  real  nice  socials." 

"I  don't  want  to  pray  and  sing  siUy  old  hymns  I " 
cned  Nance.    "  I  want  to  dance." 

then  with  a  side-glanee  at  her  unhappy  face   he 
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added,  "I  can't  take  you  to  the  swimming  school, 
because  they  don't  allow  girls,  but  I  might  take  you 
to  the  new  skating-rink  some  Saturday." 

In  an  instant  Nance  was  all  enthusiasm. 

"  Will  you,  Dan  ?  I  'm  just  crazy  about  skating. 
We  used  to  do  it  out  at  the  home.  You  ought  to 
see  Birdie  and  me  do  a  Dutch  roll.  Say,  let 's  take 
her  along.    What  do  you  say?  " 

Dan  was  not  at  all  in  favor  of  it,  but  Nance  in- 
sisted. 

"  I  think  we  ought  to  be  nice  to  Birdie  on  ac- 
count of  Mr.  Smelts'  stiff  leg.  Not  that  it  ever  did 
him  any  good  when  it  was  limber,  but  I  always  feel 
mean  when  I  see  it  sticking  out  straight  when  he 
sits  down."  • 

This  was  a  bit  of  feminine  wile  on  Nance's  part, 
and  it  had  the  desired  effect.  Dan,  always  vulner- 
able when  his  sympathy  was  roused,  reluctantly  in- 
cluded Birdie  in  the  invitation. 

On  the  Saturday  night  appointed,  the  three  of 
them  set  out  for  the  skating  rink.  Dan,  with  his 
neck  rigid  in  a  high  collar  and  his  hair  plastered 
close  to  his  head,  stalked  somberly  beside  the  two 
girls,  who  walked  arm  in  arm  and  giggled  immod- 
erately at  each  other's  witticisms. 

**  Wake  up,  Daniel! "  said  Birdie,  giving  his  hat 
a  tilt.  **  We  engaged  you  for  a  escort,  not  a  pall- 
bearer." 

The  rink  was  in  an  old  armory,  and  the  musi- 
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mMsy,  and  the  crowd  was  promiscuous,   but  to 
N^CMt  was  Elysium.    When  she  and  Birdie  wiA 
STrh^,*"":  began  to  circle  the  big  r^  to 
'  „^  of  music,  her  joy  was  complete. 

somf  n~  ^''  "  ''"^"« '"°'"  she  heard 

some  one  say  as  they  circled  past  the  entrance 
Gbncmg  back,  she  saw  it  was  one  of  the  boysT^ 
Ae  factonr.    A  sudden  impulse  seized  her 'to  Z 

sd^from  her  companions,  struck  out  boldly  for 

tmg  off  her  trim  figure,  and  her  severe,  Wack  sailor 
lat  above  the  shining  bands  of  fair  hair,  were  t 
*an,  contrast  to  the  soiled  finery  and  dr^gW 
phnnes  of  the  other  girls.    But  it  was  not  en^ 
her  appearance  that  attracted  attention.    It  was  a 
ara.n  mdep«,d«r>t  verve,  a  high-headed  indiffer- 
«.ce,  Aat  made  her  reject  even  the  attentions  of 
Ae  rmk-master,  a  superior  person  boasting  a  pompa- 
dour and  a  turquoise  ring.  ^ 
No  one  could  have  guessed  that  behind  that  non- 
c^nt  a,r  Nance  was  hiding  a  new  and  profonnl 

m  affected  terror  to  Dan  Lewis,  fiUed  her  ;ith  S^ 
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D^nvV  ?"  ^  *^t  Birdie  «»»  pretending? 
Did  n  he  Imow  that  she  could  skate  by  herself  quite 
a.  wdl  as  he  couM?  Never  once  during  the  eve- 
nmg  did  Dan  make  his  escape,  and  never  once  did 
xvancc  go  to  his  rescue. 

hoZ!"  p-  !?'^  u"*  ^^^^  °^  ^«^  spates  to  go 
Home,  Birdic  whispered  to  her: 

mlL^'w''  ^  ^"J*  ""^^  slowKToach  going.    Watch 
me  make  him  smoke  up  for  a  treat  I " 

.nI-°'  ^°"  .t''"'''"  ^^"^^  ^^^-    "  I^an  's  spent 
enoi  ■•  7  on  us'  for  one  night." 

«  "  ^^^ther  quarter  won't  break  him,"  said  Birdie, 
i  m  as  dry  as  a  piece  of  chalk." 
Ten  minutes  later  she  landed  the  little  party  in 

withT'*r  ^^  T'^  ^"*°  ^  «P»"*«d  discussion 
with  the  soda-water  boy  as  to  the  comparative  merits 
of  sundry  new  drinks. 

"  Me  for  a  cabaret  fizz,"  she  said.    «  What  'II 
you  have,  Nance?" 

"Nothing,"  said  Nance,  suUenly,  turning  and 
taking  up  her  stand  at  the  door.  «  *"" 

"What  do  you  want,  Dan?"  persisted  Birdie 
adding,  with  a  mischievous  wink'  at  the  Jh^^ 

Sg/'""'  " """^ '"" ^ ^""^'^  -'^'^  ^« -^^^' 

While  Birdie  talked  for  the  benefit  of  the  clerk 
and  Dan  sat  beside  her,  sipping  his  distasteful  2 
ger,  Nance  stood  at  the  door  and  watched  the  ^o- 
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pie  pouring  out  of  the  Gaiety  Theater  next  door 
OrdinarUy  the  bright  evening  wraps,  the  riim^^ 
of  s^rkJing  jewels,  the  gay  fonfusil;  of  .J eXe 
would  have  exated  her  liveliest  interest,  but  ^ 
oft^"^' f°° ""'^ """"S »■'*«  Smelt^ to  thint 

A?      .u^*"'  "«*"  '"•' ''''« t°  take  his  ann  whfn 

w«  IS"  P"'  ""  '^"^  •»  •"=  ^°"><'-  als 
was  doing  this  mmuts? 

Suddenly  Nance  started  and  leaned  forward 
Out  there  m  Ae  crowded  street  a  tall,  middle-aged 
nan,  with  grizzled  hair  and  mustache  was  some 

tooking  lady  enveloped  in  white  furs,  and  behind 
Aem,  looking  very  handsome  and  immaculate  in  his 
evening  clothes,  walked  Mac  Clarke 

Nance's  eager  eyes  followed  the  group  to  the  curl> 
mg,  she  saw  the  young  man  glance  at  her  with  a 
P^led  exp^ssion;  then,  as  he  stood  aside  to  ^ow 
*e  lady  to  enter  the  motor,  he  looked  again.  Z 
ti^e  fraction  of  a  second,  their  eyes  held  Sh  other 

toto  h  r^'*"'?  °^  """""^  «~e"'tion  sprang 
uito  his  face,  and  Nance  met  it  instantly  with  f 
flash  of  her  white  teeth 

Nance,  utterly'forgetf^^fVrrtrLfon: 
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CHAPTER  XV 


MASKING  TIME 

EARLY  in  the  autumn  Birdie  took  flight  from 
the  aUey,  and  Nance  found  herself  hopelessly 
engulfed  in  domestic  affairs.    Mr.  Snawdor,  who 
had  been  doing  the  work  during  her  long  absence 
took  advantage  of  her  return  to  have  malarial  fever! 
He  had  been  trying  to  have  it  for  months,  but  could 
never  find  the  leisure  hour  in  which  to  indulge  in 
the  preliminary  chiU.    Once  having  tasted  the  joys 
of  invalidism  he  was  loathe  to  forego  them,  and 
msisted  upon  being  regarded  as  a  chronic  conva- 
lescent.   Nance  might  have  managed  Mr.  Snawdor 
however,  had  it  not  been  for  the  grave  proWem  of 
Fidy  Yager. 

"  Ike  Uvinski  says  she  ought  to  be  in  a  hospital 
some  place,"  she  urged  Mrs.  Snawdor.  "  He  says 
she  never  is  going  to  be  any  better.  He  says  it 's 
epilepsy." 

"  Well,  he  ain*t  tellin'  me  anything*  I  don't  know," 
said  Mrs.  Snawdor,  "  but  I  ain't  goin'  to  put  her 
away,  not  if  she  th'ows  a  fit  a  minute! " 

It  was  not  maternal  solicitude  alone  that  prompted 
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this  declaration.    The  State  allowed  seventy-five 

doUara  a  y«r  to  parents  of  epileptic  chUdrenf  and 

^^A  ^'  ••"  *"'"«  ''*P'  "  home  cost  the  oth« 
chUdren  was  never  reckoned. 

at  ni^t     You  was  doin'  your  two  hours  at  U- 
vmski's  long  before  you  was  her  age  " 

fahter„o/  f,  ''^^  "^^  "'"''  «°'"'  *°  '•o  "><»•«  fin! 
isning,  not  while  I  'm  here." 

"Well,  somebody's  got  to  do  it,"  said  Mrs 
Snawdor     "You  can  settle  it  betwe^  you!"' 

Nance  held  out  until  the  middle  of  January;  then 
".desperation  she  went  back  to  the  uTiiiskis 
The  rooms  looked  just  as  she  had  left  them,  and 

ZT^'    T  '  '^^  "^  "*  •>«  <^°*  »tiU  mingled 
«ith  the  odor  of  pickled  herrings,  and  Mr.  Uvi^ 

ctothra  "^  **"'  ***  "^^  '"'«*  '^'"*»  o* 
Nance  no  longer  sewed  on  buttons.  She  was 
promoted  to  a  place  under  the  swinging  lamp  where 
she  was  expected  to  make  an  old  decrepit  sewing- 
machine  forget  its  ailments  and  run  the  same  race 
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it  had  run  in  the  days  of  i  youth.  As  she  took 
her  seat  on  the  first  night,  she  looked  up  curiously 
A  new  sound  coming  regularly  from  the  inner  room 
made  her  pause. 

"Is  tiiat  a  type-writer?  "  she  asked  incredulously. 
Mr.  Lavinski,  pushing  his  derby  from  his  shining 
brow,  smiled  proudly. 

'*  Dat  's  vat  it  is,"  he  said.  «  My  Ike,  he 's  got 
a  scholarship  offen  de  high  school.  He 's  vorkL 
his  vay  through  de  medical  college  now.  He  '11  be 
a  big  doctor  some  day.    He  viU  cure  my  Leah." 

Nance's  ambition  took  fire  at  the  thought  of  that 
type-writer.  It  appealed  to  her  far  more  than  the 
sewing-machine. 

"  Say,  Ike,"  she  said  at  her  first  opportunity  "  I 
wish  you  'd  teach  me  how  to  work  it." 

"What '11  you  give  me?"  asked  Ike,  gravely. 
He  had  grown  into  a  tall,  thin  youth,  with  the  spec- 
taded  eyes  and  stooped  shoulders  of  a  student. 

"  Want  me  to  wash  the  dishes  for  your  mother?  " 
Nance  suggested  eagerly.  "  I  could  do  it  nights 
before  I  begin  sewing." 

"  Very  well,"  Ike  agreed  loftily.  "  We  '11  begin 
next  Sunday  morning  at  nine  o'clock.  Mind  you 
are  on  time  I"  ' 

Knowledge  to  Ike  was  sacred,  and  the  imparting 
of  It  almost  a  religious  rite.  He  frowned  down  all 
flippancy  on  the  part  of  his  new  pupil,  and  de- 
manded of  her  the  same  diligence  and  perseverance 
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he  exacted  of  himself.  He  not  only  taught  her  to 
manipiUate  the  type-writer,  but  put  her  through  an 
elmentary  course  of  stenography  as  well. 

"Certainly  you  can  learn  it,"  he  said  sternly  at 
her  first  sign  of  discouragement  "  I  got  that  far 
m  my  second  lesson.  Haven't  you  got  any 
brams?"  ^        o  / 

Nance  by  this  time  was  not  at  all  sure  she  had 
but  she  was  not  going  to  let  Ike  know  it.  Stung 
by  his  smug  superiority,  she  often  sat  up  far  into 
the  night,  wrestling  with  the  arbitrary  signs  until 
Uncle  Jed,  seeing  her  light  under  the  door,  would 
pound  on  the  wall  for  her  to  go  to  bed. 

She  saw  little  of  Dan  Lewis  these  days.  The 
weather  no  longer  permitted  them  to  meet  in  Post- 
Office  Square,  and  conditions  even  less  inviting  kept 
Uiem  from  trying  to  see  each  other  in  Snawdor's 
kitchen.  Sometimes  she  would  wait  at  the  comer 
for  him  to  come  home,  but  this  had  its  disadvan- 
tages, for  there  was  always  a  crowd  of  loafers  hang- 
ing about  Slap  Jack's,  and  now  that  Nance  was  too 
old  to  stick  out  her  tongue  and  caU  names,  she  found 
her  power  of  repartee  seriously  interfered  with. 

"I  ain't  coming  up  here  to  meet  you  any  more " 
she  declared  to  Dan  on  one  of  these  occasions     ''1 
don't  see  why  we  can't  go  to  Gorman's  Chili  Parlor 
of  an  evening  and  set  down  and  talk  to  each  other 
right." 

"  Gorman's  ain't  a  nice  place,"  insisted  Dan.    "  I 
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wish  you  'd  come  on  up  to  some  of  the  church  meet- 
mgs  with  me.  I  could  take  you  lots  of  times  if 
you  'd  go." 

But  Nance  refused  persistently  to  be  inveigled 
into  the  religious  fold.  The  very  names  of  Ep- 
worth  League,  and  prayer  meeting  made  her  draw 
a  long  face. 

"You  don't  care  whether  we  see  each  other  or 
not  I    she  accused  Dan,  hotly. 

"  I  do,"  he  said  earnestly,  "  but  it  seems  like  I 
never  have  time  for  anything.  The  work  at  the 
factory  gets  heavier  all  the  time.    But  I  'm  getting 

''^^'^l  ^^y  «^^«  "«  *"<^^h«'-  «ise  last  month." 
Everybody's  getting  on,"  cried  Nance  bitterly, 
but  me  I    You  and  Ike  and  Birdie!    I  work  just 
as  hard  as  you  all  do,  and  I  have  n't  got  a  blooming 
thing  to  show  for  it.    What  I  make  sewing  pants 
don  t  pay  for  what  I  eat    Sometimes  I  think  I  '11 
have  to  go  back  to  the  finishing  room." 
^^  "Not  if  I  can  help  it! "  said  Dan,  emphatically. 
There  must  be  decent  jobs  somewhere  for  girls 
Suppose  I  take  you  out  to  Mrs.  Purdy's  on  Sunday 
and  see  if  she  knows  of  anything.    She 's  aU  the 
time  asking  me  about  you." 

The  proposition  met  with  little  enthusiasm  on 
Nances  part  It  was  Mrs.  Purdy  who  had  got 
Dan  into  the  church  and  persuaded  him  not  to  go 
to  the  theater  or  learn  how  to  dance.  It  was  Mre. 
Purdy  who  took  him  home  with  her  to  dinner  every 
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Sunday  after  ch»«h  «kI  .bwrbed  th.  time  tlut 
Medtobeher^  But  the  need  for  a  job  wm  too 
P™«ng  for  N«,ce  to  harbor  prejudicT  CTi 

^  herselMiymg  to  «4ieve  .  cowume  from  the 
oM  linear  bequeathed  her  by  BinMe  Smelt. 

next  Sunday  m  hi,  best  suit,  with  his  hair  plastered 
down  and  a  very  red  ae  encin:li„g  .  very  higrc^ 

^*  ^r"'."*^  '^''*-'"»'*  '*«  »«  what  it' 

«»s  a  look  In  h.s  earnest  eyes  that  bespoke  an  un- 
troubled consci>!nGe. 

Mrs.  Purdy  received  them  in  her  cozy  fire-lit  sit- 

LTTJ  'u'  r?" *  ''•«'  •"  b.side'her  «,  Ae 
«.fa,  while  she  held  her  hand  and  looked  with  m«d 

had  ^  '  **"  "*•    **  »**  "»'<"'  big  you 

had  grown  or  —  or  how  pretty  " 

at  Dan.    She  had  felt  dubious  about  her  costume 

utlZi.^' *• ""  '«»-««'•  *«  "SnTT: 

Mrs.  Purdy  the  object  of  her  visit. 

Deary  me!"  said  Mrs.  Puidy,  "Dan's  mi». 
ngh.  We  can't  allow  a  nice  littleVme  yJto 
genteel  place  for  you.    Let  me  see." 
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In  order  to  tee  Mrs.  Purdy  shut  her  eyes,  and  the 
next  moment  she  opened  them  and  announced  that 
she  had  the  very  thing. 

••It's  Cousin  Lucretia  Bobinetl"  she  beamed, 
bhe  IS  lookmg  for  a  companion." 

''What's  that?  "asked  Nance. 

"  Some  one  to  wait  on  her  and  read  to  her  and 
•muse  her.  She 's  quite  advanced  in  years  and 
deaf  and,  I  'm  afraid,  just  a  little  peculiar." 

"  I  'm  awful  good  at  taking  care  of  sick  people." 
said  Nance  complacently. 

"Cousin  Lucretia  isn't  ill.  S»'e's  the  most 
wonderfully  preserved  woman  lor  years  But 
her  maid,  that  she 's  had  for  so  loh  .  getting  o  d 
too.  Why,  Susan  must  be  seventy.  S!:?  caa't  see 
to  read  any  more,  and  she  makes  mistakes  over 
cards.  By  the  way,  I  wonder  if  you  know  how  to 
play  card  games." 
;;  Sure, '  said  Nance.    "  Poker  ?  seven-up  ?  " 

Isn't  there  anotlier  game  called  penuchle?" 
Mrs.  Purdy  ventured,  evidently  treading  unfamiliar 
ground. 

"Yes!"   cried   Nance.    "That's   Uncle    Ted's 

^c.    We  used  to  play  it  heaps  before  Rosy  cut  up 
the  queens  for  paper  dolls." 

"Now  isn't  it  too  wonderful  that  you  should 
happen  to  know  that  particular  game?"  said  ~  -s 
Purdy,  with  the  gentle  amazement  of  one  who  s^ 
the  finger  of  Providence  in  everything.    "  Not  that 
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I  approve  of  playing  cards,  but  Cousin  Lucretia  was 
always  a  bit  worldly  minded,  and  playing  penuchle 
seems  to  be  the  chief  diversion  of  her  declining 
years.    How  old  are  you,  my  child  ?  " 

"I 'm  seventeen.    And  I  ain't  a  bit  afraid  of 
work,  ami,  Dan?'' 
''I  am  sure  you  are  not,"  said  Mrs.   Purdy. 
Dan  often  tells  me  what  a  fine  girl  you  are.    Only 
we  wish  you  would  come  to  some  of  our  services. 
Uan  IS  getting  to  be  one  of  our  star  members.    So 
conscientious  and  regular  I    We  call  him  our  model 
young  man." 

"  I  expect  it 's  time  we  was  going,"  said  Dan, 
greatly  mbarrassed.  But  owing  to  the  fact  that 
he  V  anted  very  much  to  be  a  gentleman,  and  did  n't 
quite  know  how,  he  stayed  on  and  on,  until  Nance 
mtormed  him  it  was  eleven  o'clock. 

At  the  door  Mrs.  Purdy  gave  final  instructions 
about  the  new  position,  adding  in  an  undertone: 

It  might  be  just  as  well,  dearie,  for  you  to  Wear 
a  plainer  dress  when  you  apply  for  the  place,  and  I 
behW  —  m  fact  I  am  quite  sure -Cousin  Lucre- 
tia would  rather  you  left  off  the  ear-rings  " 

♦u'i'^u^Vf"""^'  stylish?"  asked  Nance,  feeling 
that  she  had  been  misinformed. 

"Not  on  a  little  companion,"  said  Mrs.  Purdv 
gently.  ^ 

Nance's  elation  over  the  prospect  of  a  job  was 
shghtly  dashed  by  the  idea  of  returning  to  the  worn- 
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out  childish  garb  in  which  she  had  left  the  home. 
"Say,  Dan,"  she  said,  as  they  made  their  way 
out  of  Butternut  Lane,  "  do  you  think  I  've  changed 
so  much  — like  Mrs.  Purdy  said? " 

"  You  always  look  just  the  same  to  me,"  Dan 
said,  as  he  helped  her  on  with  her  coat  and  adjusted 
the  collar  with  gentle,  painstaking  deference. 

She  sighed.  The  remark  to  a  person  who  ar- 
dently desired  to  look  different  was  crushing. 

"  I  think  Mrs.  Purdy 's  an  awful  old  fogey!  "  she 
said  petulantly  by  way  of  venting  her  pique. 

Dan  looked  at  her  in  surprise,  and  the  scowl  that 
rarely  came  now  darkened  his  face. 

"Mrs.  Purdy  is  the  best  Christian  that  ever 
lived,"  he  said  shortly. 

"  Well,  she  ain't  going  to  be  a  Christian  offen 
me! "said  Nance. 

The  next  morning,  in  a  clean,  faded  print,  and  a 
thin  jacket,  much  too  small  for  her,  Nance  went 
forth  to  find  Miss  Lucretia  Bobinet  in  Cemetery 
Street.  It  was  a  staid,  elderly  street,  full  of  staid, 
elderly  houses,  and  at  its  far  end  were  visible  the 
tall  white  shafts  which  gave  it  its  name.  At  the 
number  corresponding  to  that  on  Nance's  card,  she 
rang  the  bell.  The  door  was  opened  by  a  squinting 
person  who  held  one  hand  behind  her  ear  and  with 
the  other  grasped  the  door  knob  as  if  she  feared  it 
might  be  stolen. 

"  Who  do  you  want  to  see  ?  "  she  wheezed. 
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"  Miss  Bobinet/ 
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"Who?" 

;;  Miss  Bobinct  I "  said  Nance,  lifting  her  voice. 
Stop  that  hoUenng  at  me ! "  said  the  old  woman. 
"Who  sent  you  here?" 

"Mrs.  Purdy." 

"What  for?" 

Nance  explained  her  mission  at  the  top  of  her 
voice  and  was  grudgingly  admitted  into  the  hall. 

'  *!,.  J"""-^^ '"u^  ^""'"^  *°  '"^^  ^^''  ^  can  tell  you 
that,  said  the  squint-eyed  one  moumfuUy,  "  but  I 
guess  you  might  as  well  go  in  and  wait  until  she 
wakes  up.    Mind  you  don't  bump  into  things." 

Nance  felt  her  way  into  the  room  indicated  and 
cautiously  let  herself  down  into  tv.  nearest  chair 
Sitting  facing  her  was  an  imposing  old  lady,  with 
eyes  closed  and  mouth  open,  making  the  most  alarm- 
ing  noises  m  her  throat.  She  began  with  a  guttural 
inhalation  that  increased  in  ferocity  until  it  broke 
ma  violent  jnort,  then  trailed  away  in  a  prolonged 
<ind  somewhat  plaintive  whistle.  Nance  watched 
ter  with  amazement.  It  seemed  that  each  recurrent 
snort  must  surely  send  the  old  wrinkled  head,  with 

"ei^stsr  ""'■  "•""*  ^"^^  ^-^ 

The  room  was  almost  dark,  but  the  light  that 
managed  to  creep  in  showed  a  gloomy  black  mantel- 
piece, with  vases  of  immortelles,  and  somber  walnut 
chairs  with  crocheted  tidies  that  made  little  white 
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patches  here  and  there  in  the  dusk.  Everythinir 
smeUed  of  camphor,  and  from  one  of  the  comers 
came  the  slow,  solemn  tick  of  a  clock. 

After  Nance  had  recovered  from*  her  suspense 
about  Miss  Bobinet's  head,  and  had  taken  suffident 
note  of  the  vocal  gymnastics  to  be  able  to  reproduce 
them  later  for  the  amusement  of  the  Snawdors,  she 
began  to  experience  great  difficulty  in  keeping  stiU 
First  one  foot  went  to  sleep,  then  the  other.  The 
minutes  stretched  to  an  hour.  She  had  hurried  off 
that  morning  without  her  breakfast,  leaving  every- 
thing at  sixes  and  sevens,  and  she  wanted  to  get  back 
and  clean  up  before  Mrs.  Snawdor  got  up.  She 
stirred  restlessly,  and  her  chair  creaked. 

The  old  lady  opened  one  eye  and  regard  ^^  her 
suspiciously. 

"  I  am  Nance  Molloy,"  ventured  the  applicant, 
hopefuUy.    "  Mrs.  Purdy  sent  me." 

Miss  Bobinet  gazed  at  her  in  stony  silence,  then 
slowly  dosed  her  eye,  and  took  up  her  snore  exactly 
where  she  had  left  it  off.  This  took  place  three 
times  before  she  succeeded  in  getting  her  other  eye 
open  and  becoming  aware  of  Nance's  presence 

;'  Wdl,  wdl,"  she  asked  testily,  in  a  dry  cracked 
voice  "  what  are  you  sitting  there  staring  at  me 
for? 

Nance  repeated  her  formula  several  times  before 
she  remembered  that  Miss  Bobinet  was  deaf;  then 
she  got  up  and  shouted  it  close  to  the  old  lady's  ear 
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"Lida  Purdy's  a  fool,"  said  Miss  Bobinct, 
crossly.  "  What  do  I  want  with  a  chit  of  a  «rl 
like  you?" 

"She  thought  I  could  wait  on  you,"  screamed 
Nance,  "  and  read  to  you  and  play  penuchle." 

The  only  word  that  got  past  the  grizzled  fringe 
that  bordered  Miss  Bobinct's  shriveled  ear  was  the 
last  one. 

"Penuchle?"  she  repeated.  "Can  you  play 
penuchle?"    ,  J'       P*/ 

Nance  nodded. 

"  Get  the  table,"  ordered  the  old  lady,  peremp- 
torily. *^ 

Nance  tried  to  explain  that  she  had  not  come  to 
stay,  that  she  would  go  home,  and  get  her  things 
and  return  in  the  afternoon,  but  Miss  Bobinet  would 
brook  no  delay.  Without  inviting  Nance  to  remove 
her  hat  and  jacket,  she  ordered  her  to  lift  the  shade, 
sit  down,  and  deal  the  cards. 

They  were  still  playing  when  the  squinting  per- 
son hobbled  in  with  a  luncheon  tray,  and  Miss  Bob- 
met  promptly  transferred  her  attention  from  royal 
marriages  to  oyster  stew. 

Have  her  come  back  at  three,"  she  directed 
Susan;  then  seeing  Nance's  eyes  rest  on  the  well 
filled  tray,  she  added  impatiently,  "Didn't  I  tell 
you  to  stop  staring?  Any  one  would  think  you 
were  watching  the  animals  feed  in  t  zoo." 
Nance  fled  abashed.    The  sight  of  the  steaming 
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soup,  the  tempting  bird,  and  dainty  salad  had  made 
her  forget  her  manners. 

"I  reckon  I  'm  engaged."  she  said  to  Mrs.  Snaw- 
dor,  when  she  reached  home  and  had  cut  herself  a 
slice  of  dry  bread  to  eat  with  the  warmed-over 
coffee.  "  She  never  said  what  the  pay  was  to  be, 
but  she  said  to  come  back." 

"What  does  she  look  like?"  asked  Mrs.  Snaw- 
dor,  curiously. 

"A  horse,"  said  Nance.  "And  she's  deaf  as 
anything.  If  I  stay  with  her,  she  '11  liave  to  get 
her  an  ear-trumpet  or  a  new  wig  before  the  month 's 
out.    I  swallow  a  curl  every  time  I  speak  to  her." 

"WeU,"  said  Mrs.  Snawdor,  "companions  ain't 
m  my  line,  but  I  got  sense  enough  to  know  that 
when  a  woman 's  so  mean  she  's  got  to  pay  some- 
body to  keep  her  company,  the  job  ain't  no  cinch." 
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CHAPTER  XVI 
MISS  bobinet's 

NlJ'^.flf.  "r  '''"'"'  """P"'""  «"■*  those  at 
X  ^   the  botUe  factory,  and  the  sweat-shop  seemed 

oll^'.T!  ^''"'*''  P"y-    She  arrived  at  e^i 
o  clock,  helM  Susan  in  the  basement  kitchen,  uS 
M^ss  Bobmet  awoke,  then  went  aloft  to  officiatTa 
At  daborate  process  of  that  lady's  toilet.    For 
twenty  years  Susan  had  been  chief  priestess  at  this 
«ranony,  but  her  increasing  deafness  infuriated  her 

mto  Ae  myster.es.  The  temperature  of  the  bath, 
Ae  choice  of  undeidothing,  the  method  of  procedl 
tms  were  matters  of  the  utmost  significance,  Ld  the 
shghest  mistake  on  the  part  of  the  assista.^' bought 
about  a  scene.  Miss  Bobinet  would  shriek  at  Sul 
and  Susan  would  shriek  back;  then  both  would  in- 

Sto^l^"^ "'"°"'  "'  **  °*-  "  »  '»«'- 
The  final  rite  was  the  mo.st  critical  of  alL    Miss 

about  her  neck,  and  wk.  .  '^g  breath,  holding  it 
m  her  pufifed^t  cheeks,  while  Kce  powder  was 
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dusted  ov«  the  corrugated  surface  of  her  face 

The  sight  of  the  old  lady  puffed  up  like  a  tallo^ 

bughed,  M.SS  Bobmet  was  obliged  to  let  her  breath 

tol^  ^"^  "priniand,  and  the  perfonnance  had 
10  start  all  over  again. 

When  the  toilet  and  breakfast  were  over,  there 

to  regard  the  queen  of  spades  and  the  iack  of 
damonds  with  personal  animosity.  Whatever  p<^ 
sible  mterest  she  might  have  taien  was  des'ro^ 
by  the  fart  that  Miss  Bobinet  insisted  upon  winnIS 

dmt  that  while  she  would  not  cheat  on  her  own 
behalf,  she  expected  her  opponent  to  cheat  for  her 

l^A^!"^  ^°'«°'  *°  ^'^"^  wMe  she  fdly 
watched  the  flash  of  diamonds  on  the  wrinkled  yd- 

StK'  ^^  '"'  *'  ^'°*  '°  «'*'«*« 

listtiS"^  ""  "  • '",  *'  '^*'*"'  °PP°^'"  Susan  and 
listened  to  a  recital  of  that  melancholy  person's 

P«^d»t,  had  endured  each  other's  exclusive  s^ety 
for  close  upon  twenty  years.    The  result  was  th^ 
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cadi  found  the  other  the  most  stimulating  of  aU 
subjects  of  conversation.  When  Nance  was  not 
listening  to  tirades  against  Susan  up-stairs.  she  was 
^stenmg  to  bitter  complaints  against  Miss  Bobiret 
aown-stairs. 

In  the  afternoon  she  was  expected  to  read  at  the 
top  of  her  voice  from  "  The  Church  Guide,"  until 
Miss  Bobmet  got  sleepy;  then  it  was  her  duty  to 
sit  motionless  in  the  stuffy,  camphor-laden  room, 
hstenmg  tq  an  endless  succession  of  vocal  gym- 
nasties  mitil  what  time  the  old  lady  saw  fit  to  wake 
up. 

she  m!!r^  ^'''^-  ^"^  ^P^^vident  young  person, 
she  might  have  improved  those  idle  hours  during 
that  interminable  winter  by  continuing  her  study  of 
stenopph:  Jut,  instead,  she  crouched  on  the 
floor  by  the  window,  holding  her  active  young  body 
motionless  while  her  thoughts  like  distracted  im- 
pnsoned  thmgs  flew  round  their  solid  walls  of  facts, 
frantically  seeking  some  loophole  of  escape.    Day 

towered  shade  with  hungry  eyes.  The  dreary  street 
below  offered  no  diversion ;  sometimes  a  funeral  pro- 
cession  dragged  its  way  past,  but  for  the  most  part 
there  was  nothing  to  see  save  an  occasional  delivery 
wagon  or  a  staid  pedestrian. 

She  was  at  that  critical  time  of  transition  between 
the  romance  of  childhood,  when  she  had  become 
vaguely  aware  of  the  desire  of  the  spirit,  and  the 
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romance  of  youth,  when  she  was  to  know  to  the 
full  the  desires  of  the  flesh.    It  was  a  period  of 
sudden,  intense  moods,  foUowed  by  spells  of  Ian- 
guor.    Something  new  and  strange  and  incommuni- 
cable was  fermenting  within  her,  and  nothing  was 
being  done  to  direct  those  mysterious  forces.    She 
was  affectionate,  with  no  outlet  for  her  afffection; 
romantic,  with  nothing  for  romance  to  feed  upon! 
The  one  resource  lay  in  the  bookcase  that  rose 
above  the  old-fashioned  secretary  in  Miss  Bobinet's 
front  hall.    She  had  discovered  it  on  the  day  of 
her  arrival  and,  choosing  a  volume  at  random,  had 
become  so  engrossed  in  the  doings  of  one  of  Ouida's 
heroes,  that  she  had  failed  to  hear  Miss  Bobinet's 
call.    From  that  time  on  she  was  forbidden  to  take 
any  books  away  from  the  bookcase,  an  order  which 
she  got  around  by  standing  beside  it  and  eagerly  de- 
vouring bits  at  a  time. 

The  monotony  of  the  days  she  might  have  en- 
dured if  there  had  been  any  relief  at  the  close  of 
them.  But  when  she  returned  home  there  was  al- 
ways endless  work  to  be  done.  Her  four  years' 
absence  at  Forest  Home  had  separated  her  from  the 
young  people  she  had  known,  and  she  had  had  no 
time  to  make  new  friends.  The  young  bar-keeper 
at  Slap  Jack's,  who  always  watched  for  her  to  pass 
in  the  morning,  the  good-looking  delivery  boy  who 
sometimes  brought  parcels  to  Cemetery  Street,  the 
various  youths  with  whom  she  carried  on  casual 
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flirtations  on  her  way  to  and  from  work,  were  her 
nearest  approach  to  friends. 

Dan,  to  be  sure,  stiU  came  for  her  every  Saturday 
afternoon,  but  Cemetery  Street  was  across  the  city 
from  Oarke's,  and  their  time  together  was  short. 
Nance  hved  for  these  brief  interviews,  and  then 
came  away  from  them  more  restless  and  dissatisfied 
than  before.    Dan  did  n't  look  or  talk  or  act  like 
the  heroes  m  the  novels  she  was  reading.    He  never 
rained  fenvent  kisses  on  her  pale  brow,"  or  told 
her  that  she  was  "  the  day-star  of  his  secret  dreams." 
Instead  he  talked  of  eight-hour  laws,  and  minimum 
wage,  and  his  numerous  church  activities.    He  was 
sleeping  at  Mrs.  Purdy's  now,  looking  after  the  place 
while  she  was  away  with  her  brother,  and  Nance 
was  jealous  of  his  new  interests  and  new  oppor- 
tumties.  *^*^ 

As  the  long  weeks  stretched  into  long  months,  her 
restiessness  grew  into  rebeUion.  So  this  was  the 
tand  of  job,  she  told  herself  bitterly,  that  nice  girls 
were  supposed  to  hold.  This  was  what  Miss  Stan- 
ley and  Mrs.  Purdy  and  Mr.  Demiy  approved.  But 
they  were  old.  They  had  forgotten.  Dan  Lewis 
was  n  told,  my  couldn't  he  understand?  What 
nght  had  he  to  insist  upon  her  sticking  it  out  when 
he  knew  how  lonesome  and  unhappy  she  was  ?    Dan 

it."*  ^"V  ^*  "^^  ^^  *''°"^^«J  J»«  bought  more 
of  his  old  church  and  the  factory  than  he  thought  of 
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She  remembered,  with  sudden  underttandins; 
what  red-haired  Gert  had  said  in  the  finishing  room; 
some  people  were  n't  content  with  a  good  job;  they 
had  to  have  a  good  time  with  it  She  tdd  herself 
that  she  was  one  of  these;  she  wanted  to  be  good 
and  do  what  was  expected  of  her;  she  wanted  fer- 
ventiy  to  please  Dan  Lewis,  but  she  could  n't  go  on 
like  this,  she  could  n't,  she  could  n't  I 

And  yet  she  did.    With  a  certain  dogged  com- 
monsense,  she  stayed  at  her  post,  suppressing  her^ 
self  m  a  thousand  ways,  stifling  her  laughter,  smoth- 
€nng  the  song  on  her  lips,  trying  to  make  her 
prancmg  feet  keep  pace  with  the  feeble  steps  of  age. 
She  lived  through  each  day  on  the  meager  hope  that 
something  would  happen  at  the  end  of  it,  that  elusive 
somethmg  "  that  always  waits  around  the  comer 
for  youth,  with  adventure  in  one  hand  and  happiness 
m  the  other  and  limitless  promise  in  its  shf  ning  eyes. 
Almost  a  year  crawled  by  before  her  hope  was 
realized.    Then  one  Tuesday  morning  as  she  was 
coming  to  work,  she  spied  a  biU  poster  announcing 
the  appearance  of  the  "  Rag-Tune  FoUics."    Rows 
upon  rows  of  saucy  girls  in  crimson  tights  and 
gauzy  wings  smHed  down  upon  her,  smiled  and 
seemed  to  beckon. 

Since  Birdie's  departure  from  the  alley,  eighteen 
months  a^j,  Nance  had  heard  no  word  of  her 
Long  ago  she  had  given  up  the  hope  of  escape  in 
that  direction.    But  the  knowledge  that  she  was  in 
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A«  cify  and  the  poMiWIity  of  .edng  htr  w.k««l 

alone.  '*°' " '^*  *«".*«  would  have  to  go 

the^L«  "'"jSV?""*'""  "-^  wa,  how  to  get 

orit:^;^r^n^--.ote::;^- 

the  co^eTofhi  CCSf^atr  "j!  ^  '" 
»ilver  coin  """^eremef  was  a  much  desired 

standing  by  the  bed  I  A.  Z  u  ^  i"'  °"'  "" 
Haul  .,f  iJ  M  .  "■*  *'*  'ns'de  room  that 
•"•d  to  be  Nance's,  futilely  applying  a  austo^ 
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^Mter  to  whatever  portion  of  Fidy'i  wiatomy  hap- 
pened  to  be  exposed.  *^ 

S^^'e  ""' ''""'"'  the  tea  kettle  oil 

imlllS'^  '°^'*"  ""  **"•  5™*''°' '"  » »»~  that 
miplwd  a  conspiracy  on  the  part  of  poor  Fidy  and 

her  Maker  to  interfere  with  her  plans.  "  When  I 
come  m  ten  minutes  ago.  she  was  tiyin'  to  eat  the 
sneet. 

last  timef"^°"  ^""^  ^'  **  '"*'^'""*  ^^*  "^^^^^  ^'^* 

evro^broft"  *  ''^ '''' ""''  ^"^^^-  ^-^ 

What  s  the  use?  It  ain't  no  good.  I  was 
handlin'  Fidy's  fits  before  that  therVToung  Z 
pensary  dortor  was  out  of  knee  pants.  Besides  I 
am  t  got  fifty  cents  in  the  house." 

Nance    stood    for   a   moment   irresolute.    She 
ook^  at  the  writhing  figure  on  the  bed;  then  she 
snatched  up  her  hat  and  jacket. 

"  Quick  I    Where 's  the  bottle  ?  "  she  cried     "  I 
got  the  money." 

But  after  the  medicine  had  been  bought,  and 

l^idy  had  grown  quiet  under  its  influence,  Nance 

.w«,t  across  the  hall  to  her  own  cold,  barren  room 

and  flung  herself  across  her  narrow  bed.    The  last 

chance  of  seeing  the  play  had  vanished.    The  only 
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light  of  hope  that  had  shone  on  her  horizon  for 
months  had  gone  out 

When  she  got  up,  cold  and  miserable,  and  lighted 
tte  gas,  she  saw  on  the  floor,  where  it  had  evidently 
been  slipped  under  the  door,  a  mysterious  pink 
envelope  Tearing  it  open,  she  found,  written  in 
a  large,  loose  scrawl: 

th^h'*^""'"*  We  have  just  atruck  town.  Reckon  you 
Atmght  I  was  a  quitter,  but  I  ain't  You  be  at  the 
Gaiety  to-mofrow  morning  at  nine  a.m.  Maybe  I  can 
and  you  something     Don't  say  a  word  to  anybody  about 

Bye  bye, 

B.S. 

Nance's  breath  caught  in  her  throat    The  bubble 
was  so  radiant,  so  fragile,  so  unbelievable,  that  she 
was  afraid  to  stir  for  fear  of  breaking  it    She 
waited  until  she  heard  Mrs.  Snawdor's  heavy  feet 
descending  the  stairs,  and  then  she  crept  across  the 
hall  and  sat  on  the  side  of  Fidy's  bed,  waiting  to 
give  her  the  next  dose  of  medicine.    Her  eyes  were 
fixed  (m  the  bare  lathes  over  the  headboard  where 
she  had  once  knocked  the  plaster  off  tacking  up  p. 
tomato^an  label    But  she  did  not  see  the  hole  .r 
the  walL    aivary  AUey  and  Cemetery  Street  had 
ceased  to  exist  for  her.    She  was  already  trans- 
ported to  a  region  of  warmth  and  gaiety  and  song 
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AH  that  was  ug  y  snd  old  ;r  d  sordid  lay  behind  her, 
and  she  told  heiself,  with  i  little  sob  of  joy,  that  at 
last  the  beautiful  someuiing  for  which  she  had 
waited  so  long  was  about  to  happen. 


CHAPTER  XVII 

BEHIND  THE  TWINKUNG  LIGHTS 

'TnHE   Gaiety,    with   its   flamboyant   entrance, 

„..?"!!.*;'*   *'   "e""'   ^'-^   enticingly 
at  night,  had  always  seemed  to  Nance  an  earthly 
parad.se  mto  which  the  financially  blessed  alone 
were  privileged  to  enter.    At  the  "  Star "  there 
were  acrobats  and   fumiy  Jews   with  big  noses 
and  Irishmen  who  were  always  falling  down;  but 
he  Gaiety  was  different.    Twice  Nance  had  passed 
tiat  fieiy  portal,  and  she  knew  that  once  inside*  you 
dnfl«d  into  sutes  of  beatitude,  which  eternity  it«lf 
was  too  short  to  enjoy.    The  world  ceased  to  exist 
for  you,  untU  a  curtam,  as  relentless  as  fate,  de- 

Tl^  f  r  ^"^  *'  Sal'^  *°  *e  «»>cony.  and 
from  the  balcony  to  the  lobby,  and  thence  out  into 
the  gansh  world,  dazed,  bewildered,  unreconciled 
to  reality,  and  not  knowing  which  way  to  turn  to 
go  nome. 

But  to^y  as  she  passed  the  main  entrance  and 
made  her  way  flirough  a  side-passage  to  the  stage- 

.rV 't'w^''^  ™*  '  ''**""  ^'in  *aa  she  l^d 
ever  iclt  before. 
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"Is  Miss  Smelts  here?"  she  asked  a  man  who 
was  going  in  as  she  did. 

"  Smelts  ?  "  he  repeated.    "  What  does  she  do  ?  " 
"  She  dances." 
He  shook  his  head. 

"  Nobody  here  by  that  name."  he  said,  and  hur- 
ried on. 

Nance  stood  aside  and  waited,  with  a  terrible 
sinking  of  the  heart.  She  waited  a  half  hour,  then 
an  hour,  while  people  came  and  went.  Just  as  she 
was  about  to  give  up  in  despair,  she  saw  a  tall, 
handsome  girl  hurry  up  the  steps  and  come  toward 
her.  She  had  to  look  twice  before  she  could  make 
sure  that  the  imposing  figure  was  Birdie. 

"  Hello,  kid."  was  Birdie's  casual  greeting.  "  I 
forgot  all  about  you.  Just  as  cute  looking  as  ever, 
eh!    Where  did  you  get  that  hat?" 

''Ten-cent  store,"  said  Nance,  triumphantly. 

"Can  you  beat  that?"  said  Birdie.  "You  al- 
ways did  have  a  style  about  you.  But  your  hair 's 
fixed  wrong.  Come  on  down  to  the  dressing-room 
while  I  change.  I'll  do  it  over  before  you  see 
Reeser." 

Nance  followed  her  across  a  bam  of  a  place  where 
men  in  shirt-sleeves  were  dragging  scenes  this  way 
and  that. 

"Mind  the  steps;  they  are  awful!"  warned 
Birdie,  as  they  descended  into  a  gas-lit  region  par- 
titioned off  into  long»  low  dressing-rooms. 
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hair  too  pla"n  '^  I 'n  fi,I°"  '^^^^  *<"  *«"  ^O" 
whSr&;:^'"X'i7'-'- »" -tched  Birdie's 

Wht^'afHr^^-  "l-^""'"  she  »id. 
to  me  next  ?  "  "^'  y°"  S""*:  «<>  do 

« I,"  }^*"'  ?  ""^^  "''  «°'  ""*  to  do  on  "  said  B.Vh;. 
but  you  just  wait  till  I  get  you  ov^  ,^         'l 


the 


way 


tt 


go  back!    Don't  stand  there 


in 
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^!'  .  "•"  ^"  """"  ♦"  ««  » 'he  chorus." 

"Can  she  sing?" 

seJ'm  °?'"  "*"  ^"^''  "  •"'  ^  °"  """^    Want  to 

it "  ^H  V  *'■*.  ^  f""  "^'  »  ^«"  "^W"  without 

'•  T  fT'  ''?'^-    "  ^^"  heen  on  before?  " 
■n^2  ''"'5':"yh«ly's  got  to  start  some  time." 

^TcW"""  *"'''""'•  "''^'^"^-•O  Si- 

mISf '"  *  tu^"!  '""  ""■*  <'"'"'•"  Birdie  recom- 

ffirfl    ^"^  '™°"'  '^'  **  "*P*  i"  the  Red- 
Bird  chorus.    I  taught  her  when  I  was  here  before 

U  you  d  say  a  word  to  Mr.  Pulatki  he  might  1^ 
her  out  at  rehearsal  this  morning  "  ^ 

Nance  held  her  breath  while  Reeser-s  quizzical 
eyes  continued  to  study  her.  4>"«icai 

"  All  right  I "  he  said  suddenly.  "  She 's  piettv 
ymmg,  but  we  'II  see  what  she  c4  do.  No7Iw 
the  way.  I^wer  that  drop  a  little,  boys.  Hu^ 
up  with  the  second  set"  ^ 

t^^  **''"  '"""^'^  '""y  '°  ""  "■■"8»  «'••««  they 
found  a  narrow  space  in  which  Nance  was  out 
through  the  half-forgotten  steps.  ^ 

"vi!'!.""  "  ^'  '*""  *°*'"  «'■■*■'  explained. 

You  do  exactly  what  I  do,  and  don't  I*,  old 

Spagetti  rattle  you.    He  goes  crazy  at  every  n- 
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y^.    Keep  time  and  gria    That '.  Jl  there  i, 

"I  can  do  it  I"  cried  Nance  radiantly     "If. 
easy  as  breathingi "  '*      "  • 

But  it  proved  more  difficult  than  she  thought 
r^.,"'  "  f'  of  property  bloomers  she  S 
herself  one  of  a  party  of  girls  advancing,  retreatine 

ataWe  Irttle  man  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  who  hammer^ 
out  the  tune  on  a  rattling  piano. 
Pulatki  was  a  nervous  Italian  with  lone  black 

rSv  ^*  "««"ent  in  moments  of  dramatic 
li^'  ?'^'"^"»»  '"  life  was  to  make  forty 
hvely    mischievous  girls  move  and  sing  as  one^ 

2d^i^!  ^"^ "  ■""'  ■■" "  *°-  ^'-  -  in: 

soilJv  '  ""^.«'^""  ''«  ^«amed  the  moment  he 
spied  Nance  "you  are  out  of  ze  line.    Hold  your 

irt^.'  -'  ^'  ^'  ^  ro"  - 1^::: 

The  girls  started  a  stately  number,  diagonal  from 
down-stege  left  toward  upper  center      ^ 
.—  ^ii  «  pose  I "  shouted  the  director.    Then  he 
^bledup c^  U.e suge and  seized  Nan .  t:,^; 
bytiheaim.    "You  are  too  quick  I"  he  shouted 

do  rj^  ^  "'"'^    ^«  ''°  "°t  "'"t  that  y<« 
And  to  Nance's  untold  chagrin  she  found  that 
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she  could  not  The  moment  the  music  started  it 
seemed  to  get  into  her  tripping  feet,  her  swinging 
arms,  her^noddmg  head;  and  every  extra  step  and 
unnecessary  gesture  that  she  made  evoked  a  storm 
from  the  director. 

Just  when  his  irritation  was  at  his  height,  Reeser 
jomed  him  from  the  wings. 

"  Here 's  a  howdy^lo  I "  he  exclaimed.  "  Flossy 
Pierson  's  sprained  her  ankle." 

"Ze  leetle  bear?"  shrieked  Pulatki;  then  he 
clutched  his  hair  in  both  hands  and  raved  maledic- 
tions on  the  absent  Flossy. 

"  See  here,"  said  Reeser,  "  this  is  no  time  for 
fire  w^orks.    Who  in  the  devil  is  to  take  her  place  ?  " 
Zere  is  none,"  wailed  Pulatki.     "  She  make  her 
own  part    I  cannot  teach  it." 
^^  "  It  *s  not  the  part  that  bothers  ine,"  said  Reeser. 
It 's  the  costume.    «  We  've  got  to  *ake  whoever 
will  fit  It    Who 's  the  smallest  girl  in  the  chorus  ?  " 
The  eyes  of  the  two  men  swept  the  double  column 
of  girls  until  they  rested  on  the  one  head  that 
despite  its  high  coiffure,  failed  to  achieve  the  average 
height  * 

"  Come  here ! "  called  Reeser  to  Nance. 

"But,  no!"  protested  the  director,  throwing  up 
his  hands.  "She  is  impossible.  A  cork  on  ze 
waterl  A  leaf  in  ze  windl  I  cannot  teach  her. 
I  vill  not  try!" 

"  It 's  too  late  to  get  anybody  else  for  to-ni^t," 
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Mid  Reeser,  unpatiently.  "Let  her  walk  through 
the  part,  and  we 'U  see  what  can  be  done  in  the 
morning.  ;.  hen  seeing  Nance's  indignant  eyes  on 
the  director,  he  added  with  a  comical  twist  of  hia 
big  mouth,  "  Want  to  be  a  bear?  " 

"Sure!"  said  Nance,  with  spirit,  "|f  the  Dago 
^  Ucach  me  to  dance,  maybe  he  can  teach  me  to 

The  joke  was  lost  upon  the  director,  but  it  put 
Rceser  into  sjich  a  good  humor  that  he  sent  her  down 
to  the  dressmg-room  to  try  on  the  costume.  Ten 
minutes  later  a  little  bear,  awkward  but  ecstatic, 
scrambled  madly  up  the  steps,  and  an  excited  voice 
calied  out: 

"Look,  Mr.  Reeser,  it  fits  I  it  fits!" 
For  the  rest  of  the  morning  Nance  practised  her 
part,  getting  used  to  the  clumsy  suit  of  fur,  learning 
to  adjust  her  mask  so  that  she  could  see  through 
the  little,  round,  animal  eyes,  and  keeping  the  other 
girls  m  a  titter  of  amusement  over  her  surreptitious 
imitation  of  the  irascible  Pulatki. 

When  the  rehearsal  was  over  there  was  much 
good-natured  hustling  and  raiUery  as  the  girls 
changed  into  their  street  costumes.  At  Birdie's  in- 
vitation  Nance  went  with  her  to  the  rooming-house 
around  the  comer,  where  you  had  to  ring  a  bell  to 
get  m,  a  convention  which  in  itself  spelt  elegance, 
and  up  one  flight,  two  flights,  three  flights  of  car- 
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peted  steps  to  a  front-hall  bedroom  on  the  fourth 
floor. 

J'S^  !*,'*  *  ""-"^"  "^'^  ^'^^»  t^>n«  some 
benbboned  lingerie  from  a  chair  into  an  open  trunk. 

Ihere  s  a  bag  of  rolls  around  here  some  place. 
We  can  make  some  tea  over  the  gas." 

Nance  darted  from  one  object  to  another  with 
excited  CTies  of  admiration.  Everything  was  sweet 
and  wonderful  and  perfectly  grand  I  Suddenly  she 
came  to  a  halt  before  the  dresser,  in  the  center  of 
which  stood  a  large,  framed  photograph. 

"  That 's  my  High  Particular,"  said  Birdie,  with 
an  uneasy  laugh,  "  recognize  him  ?  " 

"It's  Mac  Qarkel"  exclaimed  Nance,  incredu- 
lously,    how  on  earth  did  you  ever  get  his  picture  ?  " 
He  give  It  to  me.    How  do  you  reckon?    I 
had  n  t  laid  eyes  on  him  for  a  couple  of  years  'til 
I  ran  across  him  in  New  Yoric  sbovt  a  month  ago." 
Where 'd  you  see  him?" 
-At  the  theater.    He  come  in  with  a  bunch  of 
other  college  fellows  and  recognized  me  straight  off. 
He  stayed  in  New  York  two  or  three  days,  and 
maybe  we  did  n*t  have  a  peach  of  a  time  I    Only  he 
got  fired  from  college  for  it  when  he  went  back." 
"Where's  he  now?" 

J't^T  "^  *°^-    ^'*^^^  ^^  ^^^^  "»  any  minute. 
If  he  docs,  you  don't  want  to  let  on  you  ever  saw 

him  before.    He  won't  remember  you  if  you  don't 
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ii'  ■ 


remind  him.  He  never  thinks  of  anybody  twice  " 
J!rif'.i^    '  *"'*'  *"">  «•«»"  »f  *e  photo. 

tte  n>ght  she  had  stood  in  the  drug-store  door,  and 
he  had  kqrt  tlje  motor  waiting  while  he  smii;d  at 
W  over^his  shoulder.    THt  was  a  smi,e  that  re! 

u."^  X°"  .**"'  *°  •«  ««f'>'  what  you  say  to  anv- 
body."  Birdie  continued,  "  there  ain't  any  use  aiZ 
«  ar«.„d  where  you  live,  or  what  you  be^Zg' 

name,  or  where  I  come  from  " 

and  remmded  her  that  over  there  beyond  the  cathe- 
dral spue,  dimly  visible  from  the  window  ZTL 

"^I  aii wJ'''  ."'""'  "'"  """^  chim?u;;J"her' 
shesaid.       Suppose  they  don't  let  me  do  it?" 

Lrtnottimgl"  said  Birdie.  «  Write  a  note  to 
Mrs  Snawdor,  and  tdl  her  you  are  spendi"?t^e 
n  ght  down-to^  with  me.    You  '11  k„^  by  mo^ 

fart  thlt        ^  ''""  ^"^  ^'  t°  »™<««=e  the 
fact  that  you  are  going,  and  go." 

t.i^T'J'^^'^  **  '•*'■  ***  """dling  eyes.    This 
h.gh-handed  method  appealed  to  her.    After  a^^ 
was  n  t  she  past  eighteen  ?    Birdie  had  n't  beTtlu 
old  when  she  struck  out  for  herself 
••  What  about  Miss  Bobinet  ?  "  she  asked  ruefully 
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"Tlje  wigp  old  party  up  in  Cemeteiy  Stwet? 

W  U  take  me  on?  "  ,he  asked  for  the  ^xteTt!; 

JT*":  ^°"'''  ^'""^  ■«"  "*«  *'I>P«I  home 
and  they  've  got  to  put  somebody  in  her  Sace  T^^ 

no  cnch  to  pick  up  a  girl  on  the'road,  u«  t^e  rLh 
sue.  who  can  dance  even  as  good  as  you  "n     I 
Reeser  engage,  you,  it 's  fifteen  per  for  the  rL  of 
*^..'^r^^'^  '  «°°0  chance  f,S^next.-' 

All  right,  here  goes  I"  cried  Nance,  recklessly 
seizmg  paper  and  pen.  reooessiy, 

When  the  hard  rolls  and  strong  tea  which  com 
posed  the^  lunch  had  been  disposelof^Nl^^'eurZ" 
herself  luxuriously  on  the  foot  of  the  bed  anrf 
munched  chocolate  cream,,  while  BiMie  n^«,fl^ 
pink  kimono  that  displayed  her  round  white^ 
and  shapely  throat,  lay  stmched  beside  her  ^ 
found  a  great  deal  to  talk  about,  and  still  more  to 

w^'L tie  f  r  '"^- '°  ''"«''••  '^'  ^'^t^ 
B?rt^,^?    '  f   '''"y*"'«  *"»  an  excuse  to^y ; 

of  o  d  Spagett,,  her  own  imitation  of  Miss  Bobinet 
and  the  ossified  Susaa  Nance  loved  the  cozy  int!- 
nu.qr  of  the  little  room;  even  the  hea^  Jor  of 
perfumes  and  cosmetics  was  strange  and  fa«inating; 
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iSr^^' A^r'-r".'"'  P'^tiest  girl  ^  had 
ever  Men,    A  thriMing  visU  of  days  like  this,  spent 

Wore  L"*  '^'"^  *"**  wonderful  cities,  op^ 

"  m  rig  you  up  in  some  of  my  clothes,  until  you 
get  your  first  pay,"  Birdie  offered,  "then  we  «n 
fi  you  out  right  and  proper.  You  got  the  making 
of  an  awful  pretty  girl  in  you." 

Nance  shrieked  her  derision.  Her  own  charms 
compared  wjth  Birdie's  generous  ones,  seemed  ab^ 
surdly  meager,  as  she  watched  the  older  girl  Wow 
nngs  from  the  cigarette  which  she  held  daintily 
between  her  first  and  second  finger. 

Nance  had  been  initiated  into  smoking  and  chew- 
mg  tobacco  before  she  was  ten,  but  neither  appealed 
to  her.  Watching  Birdie  smoke,  she  had  a  ^den 
desire  to  try  it  again. 
^Give  us  a  puff.  Birdie,"  she  said. 
Birdie  tossed  the  box  over  and  looked  at  her 
wnst-watch. 

"We  ought  to  be  fixing  something  for  you  to 

iuSr  "         "^        ask  us  to  go  somewhere  for 

"Who  is  Monte?"  asked  Nance  with  breathless 
mterest. 

S«I«^*'!  if  ^**:^**^«^  «^«n  Mac  runs  with. 
Spends  dollars  like  nickels.  No  rarebit  and  beer 
tor  him;  it  s  champagne  and  caviar  every  time 
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•  week  rn  i;  m.^  *^"«  ''''«*°  <•»"»" 

Birdie  lifted  her  eyebrow,  and  •iriwd. 
^^j;ou  funny  kid,"  she -id,  "yr^.  ,  heap  to 

.h„^"!!!  *•  *"'''  P*"  °'  *«  afternoon  the  girb 
thortened  one  of  Birdie's  dresse.  and  tocked  if  [u 
fold,  to  fit  Nance',  ,lender  figure.  Birffc  woA^ 
m  fit,  and  ,tart,;  die  Ustened  evety  time  an,Z!, 
«<W«i  in  the  ,tre«  below,  and^aje  ^TtZ 

S  W  w  '^'*^'''*y-  At  five  o'clock  die  put 
<»  her  hat,  announcing  that  ,he  had  to  go  over  to 
the  drug  store  to  do  »me  telephoning.   ^ 

knodlTwh^!  ?^'"  ^  T^^- "  "^  "  '^y^y 

Kooaa  while  I  m  gone,  don't  an,wer.» 

of  h!"**'  !^'*  1""'  ****^  °°  ^"^  »  *Wle  in  a  flutter 
^haRpy  Uiought, ;  then  she  got  up  and  turned  W 

«^  L  „h  f  """i**  ""*  '"^*  '^  "»'  her  neck  to 

..  t!  P'"'*°8"P''  °n  *«  dresser. 

The  making  of  an  awful  pretty  eirll"  ,h« 

whispered;  then  she  got  up  and  wenTov^  to  S» 

m.rror.    Pulling  out  the  hai^iin,  tLt  held  ft! 

tar  about  her  shoulder,  and  studied  hef  face  in 
teaUy.    Her  mouth,  die  decided,  was  too  big.  h^ 
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tyts  too  far  ipart,  her  neck  too  thin.    Then  she 
made  a  face  at  herself  and  laughed: 

"Who  cares?  "she  said. 

By  and  by  it  got  too  dark  to  sew;  the  match  box 
refused  to  be  found,  and  she  decided  it  was  time 
to  stop  anyhow.  She  opened  the  window  and,  gaily 
hummmg  the  music  of  the  Little  Bear  dance,  leaned 
across  the  sill,  whUe  the  cool  evening  air  famied  her 
not  cheeks. 

Far  away  in  the  west,  over  the  housetops,  she 
could  see  the  stately  spire  of  the  cathedral,  a  brown 
silhouette  against  a  pale,  lemon  sky.    Down  below, 
through  the  dull,  yellow  dusk,  faint  lights  were 
already  defining  the  crisscross   of  streets.    The 
whispers  of  the  waking  city  came  up  to  her,  eager, 
expectant,  like  the  subdued  murmur  of  a  vast  audi- 
aice  just  before  the  curtain  ascends.    Then  sud- 
denly, written  on  the  twilight  in  letters  of  fire,  came 
the  familiar  words,  "  You  get  what  you  pay  for." 
Nance  s  fingers  ceased  to  drum  on  the  window- 
»U.    It  was  the  big  sign  facing  Post-Office  Square, 
old  Post-Office  Square,  with  its  litter  of  papers. 
Its  battered  weather  kiosk,  and  the  old  green  b^ch 
where  she  and  Dan  had  sat  so  many  evenings  on 
their  way  home  from  the  factory.    Dan  I    A  wave 
of  remorse  swept  over  her.    She  had  forgotten  him 
M  completely  as  if  he  had  never  existed.    And  now 
that  she  remembered  what  was  she  to  do?    Go  to 
him  and  make  a  clean  breast  of  it?    And  run  the 
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ride  of  having  him  invoke  the  aid  of  Mrs  PnHv 

ai^ir; ':^°' **'~ ''^•^'  Nott^rj'^j 

.f«,d  of  their  stopping  her.    She  repeated  to  her- 

me«  the,r  objections  and  the  scorn  which  she  would 
wJJ  ?"■■     f '  «*"  J""^"    No:  it  was  Dan 

S^     st  hT^'  '"""  i"*'  """  ••■'  ''~P.  hurt 
2^es-    She  had  always  taken  Dan's  part  in  every- 

thuig,  and  something  told  her  she  would  take  it 
now,  even  against  herself. 

The  <mly  safe  course  was  to  keep  away  from 
h.m,  unt.1  the  great  step  was  taken,  wd  th^  S 

trr**'^"""-    ThemcestsliehadtTr:::;^! 
^to  anybody.    Dear  old  Dan -dear,  dear  old 

A  lOTg,  low  whistle  from  the  sidewalk  opposite 
made  her  start,  and  look  down.  At  firstTone 
was  v,s.ble;  then  a  match  was  struck,  Hared  yeuZ 
for  a  second   and  went  out,  and  again  that  low 

b«.de  Ae  wmdow  and  watched.    A  man's  figure 
«nerged  from  the  gloom  and  crossed  the  stwt 
A  moment  later  she  heard  the  ringing  of  the  d^- 
Wl    Could  Dan  have  heard  of  her  escapade  and 
come  after  her?    But  nobody  knew  where  she  was- 

ottHrel?"-  "^''""  ^''"  ■"'  »  '-•  "- 
She  heard  a  step  on  the  stairs,  then  three  light 
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taps  on  the  door.  She  scrambled  to  her  feet  before 
Ae  remembered  Birdie's  caution,  then  stood  m<^ 
tionless,  hstening. 

vibrant  whiter  from  without 
It  seemed  to  Nance  that  whoever  it  was  must 

ste^heard  the  stq>s  move  away  and  she  sighed  with 

gay  d«1;rr^*  "  ""''  '"*'"^  '^^  ■»»««  *'«> 

l„l°^°'  '°"!  Pipe^reams.  Nance  I    It  must 
have  been  one  of  the  other  boarders,  or  the  waA 
woman.    St<)p  your  moonmg  over  there  by  the 
wmdow  and  get  yourself  dressed;  we  got  just 
th.rty-five  minutes  to  get  down  to  the  th^ter." 
wTn?  ^f  ^  misgivings  and  rushed  head- 
long into  her  adventu«.    It  was  no  time  to  dream 
of  Dan  and  (he  letter  she  was  going  to  write  him. 
or  to  worry  about  a  disturbing  whistle  in  the  street 
or  a  mysterious  whisper  on  the  other  side  of  th^ 
door.    Wasn't  it  enough  that  she.  Nance  MoBoy, 
who  only  yesterday  was  watching  funeral,  craw 
^  m  Cemetenr  Street,  was  about  to  dance  to  real 
^'LZv   ?'  f  ^  '*'°"  *  Sreat  audience? 
™^  ^?  ^.^  "^  P'""8«  "»°  *e  seething 

moments  she  failed  to  see  the  danger  signals  that 
flashed  across  the  darkness. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

THE  FIRST  NIGHT    ^. 

AL'^r?""""''  "'«'"  "  *«  dressing-room, 
6  J"  V-  ■  •^'  P^demonium  reigned.    Red 

tard^  fames,  gnomes,  will-o'-the-wisps  flitted  about 
b^Bg.  borrowing,  stealing  articles  from  each 
other  m  gor.J-hnmored  confusion.  In  and  out 
among  them  darted  the  little  bear,  slapping  at  each 
Pa^rlor  wia,  her  furry  paws,  practi^ng  «ep,  on 

final  touches  on  her  make-up.  i-       s     «: 

It  was  hot  ^  stuffy,  and  the  air  reeked  with 
grease  pamt  There  was  a  pe^wual  chatter  with 
occasional  outbursts  of  laughter,  foUowed  by  oer- 
emptory  commands  of  "Less  noise  down  therel" 
In  the  midst  of  the  hub-bub  a  caU-boy  gave  the 
MgMl  for  the  <^g  „™„ber  of  the  chorus;  the 

srttled  mto  a  definite  line  as  the  girls  filed  up  the 

Nance,  left  alone,  sat  on  a  trunk  and  waited  for 
her  turn  m  a  fever  of  impatience.    She  caught  the 
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openmg  strams  of  the  orehestra  as  it  sw^g  -^o 

tod  of  dancmg  fee.  overhead.  She  wa,  m„  a 
«^  Aut  up  i„  the  hold  of  the  vessel  while  a^el, 
skinnish  u  m  progress  on  deck. 

loollf  ll?"' *'*"''""*  ^°°»-' » '^'""ly- 
looking,  Irish  person,  came  up  and  ordered  her 

P«^^ori.y  to  get  off  the  trun^.    Na^^^^o^ 

"May  ye  have  some  one  as  civU  as  ye  are  to 

^yeWhenye^^oIdasIaml-l^dtl^^ 
woMn.       It  s  your  first  night,  eh  ?  " 

Vep.    Maybe  my  last  for  aU  I  know.    They're 
tO'mgmeont"  iney  re 

miL*T*  •"?  ,*"  ''*•"  *^''  t^'  "<»»»■     "  Well  I 
°y*'  ?,'«''*  I  n«*  me  first  bow." 

V Jt^^l'f^..  ^  \^  "'"'  °°  ">«  y«  «»>!d  span  wid 
L  h^    ."rf    ^  '*«»'  w«".  it  ain't  fHe  to 

WnZn  t"^'»  "'^'  ^  °""'  *»^'    Me  an'  a 
tod  named  Tmi  Mona.ty  did  a  turn  caUed  'The 

Srr^  '^^  G«en,'    'Ryan  and  Moria^' 

tw  'HW^  ^  *"  "*"«""'  ™'  "y°'  «  the  sa.^ 

"  Wlf  r  'T""  '°'°  '^"^  °P«"  mouths?^ 

be.  i^it  ir^^  "  "* '"^" -«•  Nan-    "^ 
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TTic  wardrobe  woman,  unused  to  such  a  svmn» 
thetic  listener,  would  have  lineered  JnH!2  *  ?"P*- 
not  a  boy  handed  NaCa  ^r^'^^  f^  ^ 
her  attention.  ^  "^^^  *^^bcd  all 

"  Miss  Birdie  La  Rue  "  wjl«  ?ti.^i^ 
of  the  card  that  daS  fZT^,*?  **•  "* 
and  on  the  other  was  ^-ww^  »<»•  a  silver  cord, 

wait  for  you  aTte^^e^S-  '  B^*'  "'  '  "'" 
M.  D.  C."  ^""^  another  gin. 

"And  I'm  the  other  «nVii»  xt 
rapturously         ^^  ^^''^'^  P*^*^     Nance  told  herself 

cB^ro.Xed^rjr:t^--vea„dthe 
M.ts*t^:---^«r-K..ce.h„t„. 

W  n^  TJ^^  'f:'  ^  -<=»»<•  act  that 

^»  stage  Jilt  to^  &,:^e''°^I'  '^■•• 
t«es  and  hanrinir  vines  an^nr^^  ""^  «^'«<* 

crawl  up  on  the  stumo  lh»r.  t  '■  «.j     j  ST 
attendinr  to  half  ,  ^  ^      °'^*^  '*«"«. 

»ta  the  ^o.^,^^ff-    ^f,"f '    H°M  th.  pose 

««  down  and  dan^     i  -n^J  "^.T  *'  "'"■«'•. 
"""ce.    1  n  get  the  will-o'-the-wisps 
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on  as  quick  as  I  can.    Qcar  the  stage  everybody! 
Ready  for  the  curtain?    Let  her  gol " 

Nance,  peering  excitedly  through  the  little  round 
holes  of  her  mask,  saw  the  big  curtain  slowly  ascend, 
revealing  only  a  dazzling  row  of  footlights  beyond. 
Then  gradually  out  of  the  dusk  loomed  the  vast 
auditorium  with  its  row  after  row  of  dim  white 
faces,  reaching  back  and  up,  up  further  than  she 
dared  lift  her  head  to  see.    From  down  below  some- 
where sounded  the  weird  tinkle  of  elfin  music,  and 
tiptoeing  out'  from  every  tree  and  bush  came  a 
green-dad  gnome,  dancing  in  stealthy  silence  in  the 
sleeping  forest    Quite  unconsciously  Nance  began 
to  keep  time.    It  was  such  glorious  fun  playing  at 
being  animals  and  fairies  in  the  woods  at  night. 
Without  realizing  what  she  was  doing,  she  dropped 
into  what  she  used  to  call  in  the  old  sweat-shop 
days,  "dancin'  settin'  down." 

A  ripple  of  amusement  passed  through  the  audi- 
ence, and  she  looked  around  to  see  what  the  gnomes 
were  up  to,  but  they  were  going  off  the  stage,  and 
the  suppressed  titter  continued.  A  soft  whistle 
sounded  in  the  wings,  and  with  a  furiously  beating 
heart,  she  slid  down  from  her  hi^^  stump  and 
ambled  down  to  the  footlights. 

All  might  have  gone  well,  had  not  a  sudden  shaft 
of  white  light  shot  toward  her  from  the  balcony 
opposite,  making  a  white  spot  around  the  place  she 
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was  standing.  She  got  out  of  it  only  to  find  that 
It  foUowed  her.  and  in  the  bewildement  of  the  dis- 
covery, she  lost  her  head  completely.  All  her  care- 
fuUy  practised  steps  and  poses  were  utterly  forgot- 
ten; she  could  think  of  nothing  but  that  pursuing 
light,  and  her  mad  desire  to  get  out  of  it 

Then  something  the  director  had  said  at  the  re- 
hearsal flashed  across  ther  confusion.  '«^She  makes 
her  own  part/'  he  had  said  of  Flossy  Pierson,  and 
Nance,  with  grim  determination,  dedded  to  do  the 
same.  A  fat  man  in  the  left  hand  box  had  laughed 
out  when  she  discovered  the  spotlight  She  deter- 
mined to  make  him  laugh  again.  Simulating  the 
dismay  that  at  first  was  genuine,  she  began  to  play 

over  It,  hidmg  from  it  behind  the  stump,  leading  it 
a  merry  chase  from  comer  to  comer.    The  fat  man 
^w  hysterical.    The  audience  laughed  at  him,  and 
then  It  began  to  laug^  at  Nance.    She  threw  herself 
mto  Ae  frolic  with  the  same  mad  abandonment  with 
which  she  used  to  dance  to  the  hand-organ  in  front 
of  Slap  Jack  s  saloon.    She  cut  as  many  fantastic 
capers  as  a  frisky  kitten  playing  in  the  twilight;  she 
leapt  and  rolled  and  romped,  and  the  spectators, 
qmck  to  feel  the  contagion  of  something  new  and 
young  and  joyful,  woke  up  for  the  first  time  during 
the  evening,  and  foUowed  her  pranks  with  round 
after  round  of  applause; 
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When  at  last  the  music  ceased,  she  scaimered 
r^iJ*  ^*"«»  ^^  ^^  «a»ping  and  hiughing  into 

"  They  want  you  back! »  cried  Reescr,  excitedly 
bedcOTing  to  her.  "Go  on  again.  Take  the  calL" 
TTie  what?"  said  Nance,  bewildered.  But  be- 
fore she  could  find  out,  she  was  thrust  forward  and 
not  being  able  to  see  where  she  was  going,  she 
tripped  and  fell  sprawling  upon  the  very  scene  of 
her  recent  triumph. 

In  the  confvsion  of  the  moment  she  instinctively 
snatched  oflF  her  mask,  and  as  she  did  so  the  sea 
of  faces  merged  suddenly  into  one.    In  the  orches- 

arrested  fiddle-bow,  was  old  Mr.  Demry,  with  such 
a  comical  lo  !.  of  paralyzed  amazement  on  his  face 
that  Nance  burst  into  laughter. 

There  was  something  in  her  glowing,  childish 
face,  innocent  of  make-up,  and  in  her  seeming  frank 
enjoyment  of  the  mishap  that  took  the  house  by 
stonn.  The  man  in  the  box  applauded  until  his 
face  was  purple;  gloved  hands  in  the  parquet  tapped 
approval;  the  balcony  stormed;  the  gaUery  whistied. 

She  never  knew  how  she  got  off  the  stage,  or 
whether  the  director  shouted  praise  or  blame  as  she 
darted  throui^  the  wings.  It  was  not  untU  she 
rcach«^  the  dressing-room,  and  the  girls  crowded 
excitedly  around  her  that  she  knew  she  had  scored 
a  hit. 
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intricate  n»n«um,  ^^fc?"  ^T'  P*^°™«1 
footlights,  there  Ls\ZT^^  •«•  round  to  the 

-w.gofthehe.dor.^^J^'^'T^ 

She  is  so  fresh   tm  fr«ekf» 
from  the  wing^  "*'"'     «™"«d  P"Ja«ld 

B«  she  ?«^ .  p^^  z:z^  fT'  °^- 

the  footliehts     I^^^.        ^'"^  "e''t  over 
rest  of  the%S' J."  *""'«  '^  «"8age  her  for  the 

BiSc^pfi  J"--/,^"-.  «".«,„„.  into 
W.  wonder^  how  she^dt^'T'"^-"""  ■*■ 
wtil  the  next  perforaL^  w  """^  *"  «»t 
was  the  tamecC;^^-  „P'  .°»«  «»solation 
and  the  mystenC M^  l"*"*  **"«  Clark" 
*e  must  L  ^r  An    """"ir  ^'"^  ^^  »« 

viewed  he^lf  critiadhrTli,     ?  '^'''"^'  *** 

«eshowg.rIsaShr/she?e?trid"-,  ^■■* '^ 
a»d  slender  and  insignMct^       """^^  ^°"°«f 

"What  for.  Siliy?    YourcheeIcsa..bIazingnow. 
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You  11  have  time  enough  to  paint  'em  when  ^*ve 
been  dancing  a  couple  of  yeara." 

They  were  among  the  last  to  leave  the  dreuing- 
room,  and  when  they  reached  the  stage  entrance. 
Birdie  spied  two  figures. 

•*  There  they  arel "  she  whispered  to  Nance,  "  the 
fat  one  is  Monte,  the  other " 

Nance  had  an  irresistible  impulse  to  run  away. 
Now  that  the  time  had  come,  she  did  n't  want  to 
meet  tiiose  sophisticated  young  men  in  their  long 
coats  and  higji  hats.  She  would  n't  know  how  to 
act,  what  to  say.  But  Birdie  had  already  joined 
them,  and  was  turning  to  say  airily : 

"  Shake  hands  with  my  friend  Miss  Millay,  Mr. 
Clarke —  and,  I  say,  Monte,  what's  your  other 
name?" 

The  older  of  the  young  men  laughed  good- 
naturedly.  • 

"  Monte  'U  do,"  he  said.  "  I  'm  tiiat  to  half  the 
girls  m  town." 

u^r^""'^  l"^*  ^'^  ^^  *»nn«J  Nance  curiously. 
Where  have  I  seen  you  before?"  he  asked  in- 
stantiy. 

uoJ^'^    y^    recognize    her?"    said    Monte. 
She  s  die  little  bear  1    I 'd  know  that  smile  in  ten 
thousand  I" 

Nance  presented  him  witii  one  on  tiie  qxrt,  out  of 
ptitudc  for  the  diversion.  She  was  already  shar- 
ing Birdie's  wish  tiiat  no  reference  be  made  to  Cal- 
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AouUer.  ^  "*  '*»»«•  "wAed  over  W, 

"Why  doem't  Mae  <v_       «» 

"Whoi.theoldp,rwh!./r^*'      '■•  •*•«•• 
"  Oh.  Lord  I    h .     .!    "«™"« '"■*? " 

Birdie  fa  e«„pe„"oL~r°.°*^'"  «^'»«« 
Full  of  dope'^7^  the"^'\^"»,'^««^ 
come  on  Md  leave  hfai ?»  "^^  *»«  M« 

Wd  W.  h,«,  on  Nazi's  ^*  ""^  '^  '^^ 

to  ten  you  som«hfag."  **""°  ««*  to  you.    Want 
« .rS^ """' "  '*^«  «  Mac  Oarite  o««n«    •, 

teinty.  "» to  the  other  m  troubled  uncer- 

""St  be  nLwor^  K    '^'^  **"  *»  <*"■"•    S^ 

even  know  her  in  ^^T    I  ^""^    ^  '"«'""  -'» 

shipwreck  of  h.Hf;7J„'^„t"-  sH-~^'f  "»''• 
you  love  best  fa  the  Zridy^  *""**  "'  <»* 
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"Oh,  come  ahead!"  called  Birdie  from  below. 
"  He  don't  know  what  he  '•  babbUng  about" 

But  the  old  man's  wrinkled  hand  still  clung  to 
Nance's  arm.  "  Don't  go  with  them  t "  he  implored. 
"  I  know.  I  've  seen.  Ten  years  playing  for  girls 
to  dance.  Stage  no  place  for  you,  Nancy.  Come 
home  with  me,  child.  Come  1 "  He  was  trembling 
with  earnestness  and  his  voice  quavered. 

"  Let  go  of  her  arm,  you  old  foolt "  cried  Mac, 
angrily.  "It's  none  of  your  business  where  she 
goesi"         » 

"  Nor  of  yours,  either  I "  Nance  flashed  back  in- 
stantly.   "  You  keep  your  hands  off  him  I " 

Then  she  turned  to  Mr.  Demry  and  patiently  tried 
to  explain  that  she  was  spending  the  night  with 
Birdie  Smelts ;  he  remembered  Birdie  —  used  to  live 
across  the  hall  from  him?  She  was  coming  home 
in  the  morning.  She  would  explain  everything  to 
Mrs.  Snawdor.    She  promised  she  would. 

Mr.  Demry,  partly  reassured,  relaxed  his  grasp. 

"Who  is  this  young  man,  Nancy?"  he  asked 
childishly.    "  Tell  me  his  name." 

"It's  Mr.  Mac  Clarke,"  said  Nance,  despite 
Birdie's  warning  glance. 

A  swift  look  of  intelligence  swept  the  dazed  old 
face ;  then  terror  gathered  in  his  eyes. 

"Not  —  not  —  Macpherson  Clarke?"  he  stam- 
mered ;  then  he  sat  down  in  the  doorway.  "  O  my 
God  I "  he  sobbed,  dropping  his  head  in  his  hands. 
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t#"?*  '"'^J?  ^  ^°^  '^  morning!"  hummed 
Monte,  ctidung  Birdie  by  the  arm  tnd  skipping 
downthepM«ge.  Nance  stood  for  a  moment  look- 
jng  down  at  the  maudlin  old  figure  muttering  to 
himself  on  the  door-step;  then  she,  too,  turned  and 
^^cd  the  others  out  into  the  gay  midnight 
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PREPARATIONS  FOR  PUGHT 

TITHAT  a  radically  different  place  the  world 
T  T  seems  when  one  doesn't  have  to  be«n  the 
day  with  an  alarm  clockl  There  is  a  haS  au! 
thonty  m  Its  brassy,  peremptory  summons  that  puts 
wie  on  the  defensive  immediately.  To  be  sure 
Nance  dreamed  she  heard  it  the  following  day  at 
noon,  and  sprang  up  in  bed  with  the  terrif^g  con- 

S?°"J?*V'^'  ^^"^^  ^  ^**  **  Miss  BobLfs. 
But  when  she  saw  where  she  was,  she  gave  a  sigh 

^uMer,  and  tried  to  realize  what  had  happened  to 

The  big  theater,  the  rows  of  snuling  faces,  the 

S3?  ^^.r^'*^^  *^^  '""^^  ^^^  «"  been  a 
t^L  "^^''^^"^^  Whyhadhesatonthe 
«q«  and  cned  mto  a  big  starchy  handkerchief? 
vJft,  yes;  she  remembered  now,  but  she  didn't  like 
to  remember,  so  she  hurried  on. 
There  was  a  cafe,  big  and  noisy,  with  little  tables, 

S^l%r^"  ""«  '*^  ^°  *  P^^^^^"»'  ^'th  her 
dress  draggmg  off  one  shoulder,  and  sang  a  beau- 
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tifulsong,  called  "I'm  A  ^ 

Monte  dS „-t  S«k  it"  t" I^"t  'r  ^°""   Mr. 

for  thinking  sTfiutZf "^.'^J  S""""  *<«««  W 
»ot  liking  the  raw  oysters^S'*""  *^  ''•'  '»' 
PXfne  made  her  „4  "o  to  ,f     "'^  *'  '^- 
•ewed  her  and  lau^hS  «  .        !?•    ^'^  "»<«  aU 
•"d  n't  care;  sl«  £  I'  ^J^nbing^,  „id.    gh. 

S»»y  and  calledlt  "  Jhl^..*^°"8'«  *«  wa, 
Monte  did.  Mr  M^  a-^^^"  ^^  'e«t  Mr. 
He  talked  ■^^<^ot'^: £l\^^  ^^  aj^W 
we«  all  for  *^  „,•,.  """.,  °  f  "*«'  bnt  his  eye, 

"-ffd  and  «.rt  of  C.  ^tJ^'  ^  °^  "«- 
Say,  Birdie  f"     Qi,    •       , 

own  confused  refle^^r"  D  "^  '"^'"'^  ^ 
Wt«d  me -honest?"  °°  you  think  they 

« iS^°  C  '"'■^  ^'«Ke.  drowsily  "  A.     ... 
No.    Those  feUows  l,«u    ^'aod'oice?" 

^l-tohra.onrd'ri-U-vefJ^^ 

•/««nykid;y^t/r^e     But  you 'S 
^P  Ws  face  with  STXr '^        *  ""  ■"""  •«> 

b-ffet  I«akf«t  f^"^«=»"y  "'eht  be  tenned  . 
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proclaim  to  the  family  her  declaration  of  independ- 
ence. She  was  prepared  for  a  battle  royal  with  aU 
whom  it  might  concern,  and  was  therefore  greaUy 
reheved  to  find  only  her  stepmother  at  home.  That 
worthy  lady  surrendered  before  a  gun  was  fired. 

Am  t  that  Irish  luck  fer  you?  "  she  exclaimed, 
almost  enviously.  "Imagine  one  of  Yager's  and 
Snawdor's  childem  gittin'  on  the  stage  I  If  Bud 
Molloy  had  n't  taken  to  raih-oadin',  he  could  'a'  been 
a  end  man  in  a  minstrel  show!  You  got  a  lot  of 
his  tekm  ways  Nance.  It 's  a  Lord's  pity  you  ain't 
got  his  looks  I" 

"Oh,  give  me  time  I"  said  Nance,  whose  spirits 
were  soaring. 

ul  ^'^^^^ought  of  joining  the  baUet  onct  my. 
self,    said  Mrs.  Snawdor,  with  a  conscious  smile. 

It  was  on  account  of  a  scene-shifter  I  was  runnin' 
with  along  about  the  time  I  met  your  pa." 

"  You  I "  exclaimed  Nance.  "  Oh  I  have  n't  I  got 
a  picture  of  you  dancing.  Wait  'til  I  show  you  I » 
And  ably  assisted  by  the  bolster  and  the  bedspread, 
she  gave  a  masterly  imitation  of  her  stout  step- 
mother  that  made  the  original  limp,  with  Uughto^ 
Then  quite  as  suddenly,  Nance  collapsed  into  a  chair 
and  grew  very  serious. 

"Say I"  she  demanded  earnestly,  "honest  to 
goodness  now  I  Do  you  think  there 's  any  sin  in  me 
going  on  the  stage?" 

Sin  I "  repeated  Mrs.  Snawdor.    "  Why,  I  think 
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•"ftin'  her  «>  „ea„'  »•  .«tS«^„.'^'  ®"«''» 
writin'  to  her     •  !>«,•♦  i     ?  ^"  ««  »««  her  or 

dor  8  judgment,  she  would  have  h«n  L  ,     ' 

able  if  she  ha<l  m^  „  uu  ^  """"^  "Mnfort- 

"  lir.  n  '^  "**  «»»  opposition 

_      Mr.  Demty  thinks  it 's  wron»  "  ..  -^r 

»g  upoj,  herself  the  rtle  of^^^,  fo^' ^'"»'  »*- 

o^esfy,  when  he^fJt  ^ur'""  ""'  "  *'' 

easflr-^S^iVr^S'^r-"^  Nance  un- 
"  Yon  leave  th«  1^*°",?'  »  80'ng  to  say?  " 

you  Ve  went  ?"het  Lv  ^L*"  f  »  *■""»' '« 
on  the  face  of  the  worW  th.„  ^^  \  ""^  ■"<« 
»0"e  people  is  sTalTfi  ".       .    '^  ^'^  ^'"^-  ^ 

« ,^   .  ,  "  "^^  Shoes  the  year  round  " 
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The  Jacrediblc  sum  was  mentioned,  and  Mrs. 
Snawdor's  imagination  took  instant  flight 

"You'll  be  gittin'  a  autymobile  at  that  rate. 
Say,  if  I  send  Lobelia  round  to  Cemetery  Street  and 
git  yer  last  week's  pay,  can  I  have  it  ?  " 

Nance  was  counting  on  that  small  sum  to  finish 
payment  on  her  spring  suit,  but  in  the  face  of  immi- 
nent affluence  she  could  ill  aflford  to  be  niggardly. 

?  I  '11  bry  Rosy  V.  some  shoes,  an'  pay  sometiiin' 
on  the  cuck9o  dock,"  planned  Mrs.  Snawdor,  "  an' 
I  'vc  half  a  mind  to  take  another  poliqr  on  William 
J.  That  boy 's  that  venturesome  it  would  n't  sur- 
prise me  none  to  see  him  git  kilt  any  old  time  I " 

Nance,  who  had  failed  to  convince  herself,  eitiier 
as  counsel  for  the  defense  or  counsel  for  tiie  prose- 
cution, assumed  tiie  prerogative  of  judge  and  dis- 
missed die  case.  If  dder  people  had  such  different 
opmions  about  right  and  wrong,  what  was  die  use 
m  her  bothering  about  it?  With  a  shrug  of  her 
shoulders  she  set  to  work  sorting  her  clothes  and 
packing  the  ones  she  needed  in  a  box. 

"  The  ging^iam  dresses  go  to  Fidy,"  she  said  witii 
reckless  generosity,  "  tiie  blue  skirt  to  Lobelia,  and 
my  Madonna  — "  Her  eyes  rested  wistfully  on  her 
most  cherished  possession.  "  I  think  I  'd  like  Rosy 
to  have  that  when  she  grows  up." 

"AU  right,"  agreed  Mrs.  Snawdor.  "There 
ain't  no  danger  of  anybody  takin'  it  away  from 
her." 
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undejed?    she  asked  in  alarm. 
bo«.    He  am.  got  gumption  en<«gh  to  be  a,^ 

T  J  ^"^y  s^^oa-oy,  said  Nance  pctulantiv  "  TTnril 
M  and  the  chU*^.  and  the  UvinsSsf 'a„d  m^ 
i^anry,  and  —  and  —  Dan  " 

-en^thin.  i  the^'iun.  L'^^^^etS^^^^S 

'^tever  Jge  you  got  to  be,  but  Mr.  Burks  is  m 
sensitive  about  them  things  " 

coit'^t^^^',!!'''  -f  *""■  *■"«■■■"?  °"  her  hat  «>d 
I^L-  ^*  "  *"  *•'«'  I '»  gone.    I  -n  be 

«»dmg  you  money  before  long."  ^ 

inir  ^*I"^V' "W^d  Mr,.  Snawdor,  hang. 

^s^^*"'-^''^  »fi'*""  ^«"  her  way  do™ 
"c  stairs.       You  be  good  to  yerself  an'  see  if  von 

-sis' XT' S3  ^■-'"'"'*«" 

gannents,   and   omnipresent   Snawdor 
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babies.  She  was  leaving  it  aU  forever,  along  with 
the  smeU  of  pickled  herrings  and  cabbage  and  soap- 
•uds.  But  she  was  not  going  to  forget  the  family  I 
/Uready  she  was  phmning  munificent  gifts  from  that 
fabulous  sum  that  was  henceforth  to  be  her  weekly 
portion.  ' 

At  Mr.  Demry's  closed  door  she  paused;  then 
hastily  retracing  her  steps,  she  slipped  back  to  her 
own  room  and  got  a  potted  geranium,  bearing  one 
dirty-faccd  blossom.  This  she  placed  on  the  floor 
outside  his  door  and  then,  picking  up  her  big  box, 
she  slipped  quickly  out  of  the  house,  through  the 
alley  and  into  the  street 

It  was  late  when  she  got  back  to  Birdie's  room, 
and  as  she  entered,  she  was  startled  by  the  sound  of 
smothered  sobbing. 

"  Birdie! "  she  cried  in  sudden  alarm,  peering  into 
^^i-darkness,  "  what 's  the  matter?    Are  you 

Birdie  started  up  hastily  from  the  bed  where  she 
u  ^,  ^{""^  ^*^*  downward,  and  dried  her  eyes. 
No,   she  said  crossly.    "  Nothmg 's  the  matter, 
only  I  got  the  blues." 

"W^Tfo"""'^"   '"^^""^   ^^""^   incredulously. 
II  Oh,  everything.    I  wish  I  was  dead." 
"Birdie  Smelts,  what's  happened  to  you?"  de- 

mwided  Nance  in  alarm,  sitting  by  her  on  the  bed 

and  trying  to  put  her  arm  around  her 
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«nd  parti;  b^^Lr  !!»'      ""'f '  *'  **»»''«• 
askedT^^  "■*  "*""  "«  of  wt>l  interest. 

coli^t^^t?^  ^''^  "■''*''•  **--'" 

"^f"„°"'' ♦"'•"  »'d  Birdie.  "What  do  they 
^^«?'8f8«nents?  We  are  nothing  but  ^ 
JcM*«n-j„st  d.rt  under  their  old  pat^t-lea*^ 

frl?"h  ""*"^  °"  ^'«'''''  P»rt  '«'»  »  different 
from  her  customary  superiority  whe»  ^-1 

conceded,  that  Nance  g^"^  ""^  "*"  "«" 

<• .™    •  *''  '*''  '"~'"  continued  Birdie  vindictiyelv 

twT  He'.:::d1.tl^**"  aarke^t^^r^ 

^.C^  ***"«' h«  can  treat  me  any  old  way     111 
-ke^^hotforhimifbedon't^o^r^'J 

-».ph  completdy  „' f^":/"  °«^  ?™^  tri- 

;^d  menti^ed  Krc'dl^ceofTS^ 
and  had  giyen  her  three  lines  aU  to  hersdf     R«^ 

was  jubilant,  the  director  was  mol^S  evt^ 
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big  comedian  whose  name  blazed  in  letters  of  fire 
outside,  actuaUy  stopped  her  in  the  wings  to  con- 
gratulate her. 

"Look  here,  young  person,"  he  said,  lifting  a 
wammg  finger,  "you  want  to  be  careful  how 
yt«  Steal  my  thunder.    You 'U  be  taking  my  job 

Whereupon  Nance  had  the  audacity  to  cross  her 
eyes  and  strike  his  most  famous  pose  before  she 
dodged  under  his  arm  and  scampered  down  the 
stairs. 

It  seemed  incredible  that  the  marvelous  events  of 
the  night  before  could  happen  all  over  again;  but 
tficy  did.  She  had  only  to  imitate  her  own  per- 
formance to  send  the  audience  into  peals  of  laughter. 
It  would  have  been  more  fun  to  try  new  tricks,  but 
on  this  point  Pulatki  was  adamant 

"  I  vant  zat  you  do  ze  same  act,  no  more,  no  less, 
see?    he  demanded  of  her,  fiercely. 

When  the  encore  came,  and  at  Reeser's  command 
she  snatched  off  her  bear's  head  and  made  her 
funny,  awkward,  Httie  bow,  she  involuntarily 
glanced  down  at  the  orchestra.  Mr.  Demiy  was  not 
there,  but  in  the  parquet  she  encountered  a  pair  of 
importunate  eyes  that  set  her  puJscs  bounding. 
They  sought  her  out  in  the  subsequent  chorus  and 
followed  her  every  movement  in  the  grand  march 
that  followed. 

"  Mr.  Mac 's  down  there,"  she  whispered  excitedly 
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S£tr"h^'?r'^'^'^'^'  ^  Birdie 
towed  her  he«d  and  flirted  pmisUmtiy  with  the  nU 

Jery  which  was  quite  unused  to  «ich  marL  .tSl 

tioo  from  the  prindpal  Aow  girl  •"*"" 

There  was  no  supper  after  the  play  that  nirtt 

«»d  .t  was  onfy  after  much  persu^i.^  S^^ 

was  mduced  to  come  out  of  her  sullcs  and  eo  for  . 
dnve  around  the  patk.  "«»  "a  go  for  a 

i.Jv**!  i°!u*'  ^""'  "*""  "'■«d  Nance  hoyden- 
^'^  ?f  •  "  ^«  J««P*d  in  beside  hrr^d 

Unl    I  didn't  know "  sh#»  !>.«««    u  .  »* 

caught  her  hand  and  «vc  it  a  p^t^'    "^  ^*' 

"r^t  ^     "  *  grateful  squeeze, 

^^^fess  yon  wanted  to  sit  by  mel"  he  whis- 

"  But  I  did  n'tl "  she  protested  hotly.  « I  „,»„ 
WM  in  a  automobile  before  and  I  just  want^  to 
see  how  it  woriced  I "  *°  "* 

She  abnost  persuaded  herself  that  this  was  t™, 
when  thq,  reached  the  long  stretch  of  Sc^  ^ 
Mac  let  her  take  the  wh^t  t»  jwytway,  and 
the  «M..J^r^J^  .  *"•  ^t  w«  only  when  in 
tiie  course  of  mstruction  Mac's  hand  lingered  too 

clos^  Oat  she  had  her  misgivings. 

her  Si^  ^"  "  **  "'■"'  "P*"""^'^.  with 
ftwfeet  braced  and  her  eyes  on  the  long  road  ahead. 
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**  What  do  you  know  about  horses?  "  teased  Mac, 
giving  unnecessary  assistance  with  the  wheel. 

"  Enough  to  keep  my  hands  off  the  reins  when 
another  feUow  's  driving! "  she  said  cooUy  —  a  re- 
mark that  moved  Mac  to  boisterous  laughter. 

When  they  were  on  the  homeward  way  and  Mac 
had  taken  the  wheel  again,  they  found  little  to  say 
to  eadi  ofher.  Once  he  got  her  to  light  a  cigarette 
for  him,  and  once  or  twice  she  asked  a  question 
about  the  engine.  In  Calvary  Alley  one  talked  or 
one  did  n't  as  the  mood  suggested,  and  Nance  was 
unversed  in  the  fine  art  of  making  conversation.  It 
disturbed  her  not  a  whit  that  she  and  the  hand* 
some  youth  beside  her  had  no  common  topic  of  in- 
terest It  was  quite  enough  for  her  to  sit  there 
beside  him,  keenly  aware  that  his  arm  was  pressing 
hers  and  that  every  time  she  glanced  up  she  found 
him  seeing  down. 

It  was  a  night  of  snow  and  moonshine,  one  of 
thoae  transitorial  nights  when  winter  is  going  and 
spring  is  coming.  Nance  held  her  breath  as  the  car 
plunged  headlong  into  one  mass  of  black  shadows 
after  another  only  to  emerge  triumphant  into  the 
white  moonlight  She  loved  the  unexpected  revela- 
tions of  the  headlights,  which  turned  the  dim  road  to 
silver  and  lit  up  the  dark  turf  at  the  wayside.  She 
loved  the  crystal-dear  moon  that  was  sailing  off  and 
away  across  those  dim  fields  of  virgin  snow.  And 
then  she  was  not  thinking  any  longer,  but  feeling— 
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f<d»«  beauty jmd  wonder  ud  hai>pineM  and  always 

the  blusful  thriU  of  that  ann  preiied  againat  h^ 
own. 

Not  until  they  were  nearing  the  dty  did  the  re- 
member the  couple  on  the  back  seat. 

"  Wake  up  the;  ^.1 "  shouted  Mac,*  toutng  his  cap 
over  his  shoulder.    "Gone  to  sleep?" 

"  I  am  trying  to  induce  Miss  Birdie  to  go  to  the 
carnival  ball  wiA  me  to-morrow  mght,"  said  Monte. 
It  8  gomg  to  be  no  end  of  a  hrk." 
"Take  me,  too.  Birdie,  please  I »  burst  out  Nance 
with  such  childish  vehemence  that  they  aU  laughed. 
What  s  the  matter  with  us  aU  going?"  cried 
Mac,  instantly  on  fire  at  the  suggestion.    "  Moth- 
er s  having  a  dinner  to-morrow  night,  but  I  can  join 
you  after  the  show.    What  do  you  say.  Bird  ?  " 

..T^^'^^t  TJ^  ^"  "^  »""«'  and  it  was  not 
untU  Mac  had  changed  places  with  Monte  and 

brought  the  full  battery  of  his  persuasions  to  bear 
upon  her  that  she  agreed  to  the  plan. 

That  night  when  the  girls  were  tucked  comfort- 
ably m  bed  and  the  lights  were  out,  they  discussed 
ways  and  means. 

" I'm  going  to  see  if  I  can't  borrow  a  couple  of 
red-bird  costumes  off  Mrs.   Ryan,"  said  Birdie, 

^'^w  M,^  ^""°"'  "^"^  completely   restored 

We  II  buy  a  couple  of  masks.    I  don't  know  what 

Monte  s  letting  us  in  for,  but  111  try  anything 
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"Will  there  be  dtndng,  Birdie?"  ttked  Nanc^ 
her  eyet  shining  in  the  dark. 

"Of  course,  SiUyl  Nothing  but.  Sty.  what 
was  the  matter  with  you  and  Mac  to-night?  You 
did  n't  seem  to  hit  it  off." 

Oh!  we  got  along  pretty  good." 
'  I  never  heard  you  talking  much.    By  the  way, 
he 's  going  to  take  me  to-morrow  night,  and  you  are 
going  with  Monte." 

"  Any  old  way  suits  met "  said  Nance,  "just  so 
I  get  there."  But  she  lay  awake  for  a  time  staring 
Into  the  dark,  thinking  things  over. 

"Does  he  always  caU  you  'Bird'?"  she  asked 
after  a  long  silence. 
"Who,  Mac?    Yes.    Why?" 
"Oh!    Nothing,"  said  Nance. 
The  next  day  being  Saturday,  there  were  two  per- 
formances, beside  the  packing  necessary  for  an  early 
departure  on  the  morrow.    But  notwithstanding  the 
full  day  ahead  of  her.  Birdie  spent  the  morning 
m  bed,  languidly  directing  Nance,  who  emptied  the 
wardrobe  and  bureau  drawers  and  sorted  and  folded 
the  soiled  finery.    Toward  noon  she  got  up  and, 
petulantly  declaring  that  the  room  was  suffocating, 
announced  that  she  was  going  out  to  do  some  shop- 
ping. 

"  I  'U  come,  too,"  said  Nance,  to  whom  the  pur- 
chasing of  wearing  apparel  was  a  new  and  exciting 
experience. 
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l*«nee  went  to  the  wil^do^Y  ,ni  wttched  *«■  I-, 
tocomtoutMthe,t«etbe!ow  <^rTvI^  ?^ 
tobewumed«bontBirdi*     vw  ,►       .'^''•mnuig 

•«•  her  mother?    Whv  «J \l         " «     >■  go  to 
a.rWwhe„hewJ'lTe;,:V::v--fJ£j 

«^r  rr'the^isittrrr''  "^^"^  - 

.«««ctp'"^:;L"rto'ir^- ^^ 

•he  h.d  foZS^  J^  *!  «"?«  ruA  of  event, 
had  betteftake  M«^      i  *'  """*'•    N"'-  »he 
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tientiy  at  the  corner  tormented  her  as  she  finished 
the  packing. 

When  the  time  arrived  to  report  at  the  theater. 
Birdie  had  not  returned,  so  Nance  rushed  off  alone 
at  the  last  minute.  It  was  not  untU  the  first  chorus 
was  about  to  be  called  that  the  principal  show  girl, 
flushed  and  tired,  flung  herself  into  the  dressing- 
room  and  made  a  lightning  change  in  time  to  take 
her  place  at  the  head  of  the  line. 

There  was  ^  rehearsal  between  the  afternoon  and 
evening  performances,  and  the  girls  had  little  time 
for  confidences. 

"Don't  ask  me  any  questions!"  said  Birdie 
crossly,  as  she  sat  before  her  dressing-table,  wearily 
washing  off  the  make-up  of  the  afternoon  in  order 
to  put  on  the  make-up  of  the  evening.  "  I  'm  so 
dog  tired  I  'd  lots  rather  be  going  to  bed  than  to  that 
carnival  thing!" 

"  Don't  you  back  out! "  warned  Nance,  to  whom 
it  was  ridiculous  that  any  one  should  be  tired  under 
such  exhilarating  circumstances. 

"  Ctti,  I  'U  go,"  said  Birdie,  *'  if  it 's  just  for  the 
sake  of  getting  scMnething  decent  to  eat  I  'm  sick 
of  dancing  on  crackers  and  ice-water." 

That  night  Nance,  for  the  first  time,  was  recon- 
ciled to  the  final  curtain.  The  weather  was  threat- 
ening and  the  audience  was  small,  but  that  was  not 
what  took  the  keen  edge  off  the  performance.  It 
was  the  absence  in  the  parquet  of  a  certain  pair  of 
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P""«|ng  eye,  that  made  all  the  diffe«nce.    More- 

^XsfATT^Z'^  ■*"«  -tiated  into 
uic  niysienes  of  the  red-bird  costume     Wh«.r,  «k- 

S  bT'aSTT '«''"•'""' '^■■'■-^-- 

wLT^in'ri     short-spangled  sHp  with  its  black 

f  J/  T'  ^  '*•  ^'"''*' "  *«  -^"l.  " I  feel  like  a 
fool.    Yoa  be  a  red  bird,  and  let  me  be  a  b^r  " 

"  ^^le'^:."'i^°  ''  •^*'^  -'^"'^  "  »*^  Birdie, 
us     We^  .wll*  °"  °"f  "»*'^'  ""b^dy-n  know 

of  "th^ris"^'  'J?M™^  *'*  ?"  ""P  °"  ?  "  cried  one 
01  tne  girls.       I  d  give  my  head  to  be  eoinjr'  " 

.Tu^d'an^'T^^^":^-*  "^V  -■''  »" 
Birdie's  wakt  ^  *^     '  ""  "P  *e  steps  in 

The  court  outside  the  stage  entrance  was  a  boh. 

S^^psi"::^"-  «-p-' ^r^uSig 

tk...  '^  .  ""y  =^*'  '"PPed  noisily  down 
Ae  steps,  greeting  waiting  cavalie^,  or  hun^imt^ 
alone  m  various  directions.  "unymg  oB 
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That 's  Mac's  horn/'  said  Birdie,  "  a  Imv  toot 
and  two  short  ones.    I  'd  know  it  in  Halifax ! " 

At  the  curbing  the  usual  altercation  arose  between 
Mac  and  Birdie  as  to  how  they  shooid  sit.  The 
latter  refmed  to  sit  on  the  front  seat  for  fear  of 
fetting  wet,  and  Mac  refused  to  let  Monte  drive. 

"Oh,  I  doB't  mind  getting  wet!"  cried  Nance 
with  a  fine  show  of  indifference.  "  That 's  what  a 
rain-coat 's  for." 

When  Maf  had  dexterously  backed  his  machine 
out  of  its  close  quarters,  and  was  threading  his  way 
with  reckless  skiQ  tk-ough  the  crowded  streets,  he 
said  softly,  without  turning  his  head : 

I  think  I  rather  like  you,  Nance  MoDoy ! " 


it 


CHAPTER  XX 


WILD  OATS 

npHE  tenth  annual  carnival  ball,  tinder  the  aus- 
X     pices  of  a  too-well-known  political  offani- 
«tion,  was  at  its  midnight  worst.    It  was  one  of 
Aose  conglomerate  gatherings,  made  up  of  the  loose 
T^^f  f  y- ward  politicians,  girls  from  the 
department  stores,  Bohemians  with  an  unsated  thirst 
for  diversion,  reporters,  ostensibly  looking  for  copy 
women  just  over  the  line  of  respectability,  some-' 
tmies  on  one  side,  sometimes  on  the  other,  and  the 
inevitable  sprinkling  of  weU-bom  youths  who  re! 
gard  such  occasions  as  golden  opportunities  for  see- 
ing that  mysterious  phantom  termed  "  life  " 

wIvT"  f  "^"^P  """^  ^""""^^^y  tawdry, 'from  the 
festoons  of  paper  roses  on  the  walls  to  the  flash  of 

paste  jewels  m  make-believe  crowns.  The  biir  hall 
with  Its  st^  flanked  by  gHded  boxes,  was  crowded' 
with  a  shifting  thro..^  of  maskers  in  costumes  of 
flaunting  discord.  Above  the  noisy  laughter  and 
Wping  of  corks,  rose  the  blaring  strain^  of  a  brass 
band.  Through  the  odor  of  flowers  came  the  strone 
scent  of  musk,  which,  in  tura,  was  routed  by  the 
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fumes  of  beer  and  tobacco  which  were  already 
ing  the  air  heavy. 

On  the  edge  of  aU  this  stood  Nana  MoUoy,  in 
that  magic  hour  of  her  girlhood  when  the  bud  was 
ready  to  burst  into  the  full-blown  blossom.    Her 

'J^Z  ^'."^  "^P'^  ""'"^  excitement,  her  eyes 
stor-hke  behmd  her  mask,  she  stood  poised,  waiting 
with  all  her  unslaked  thirst  for  pleasure,  to  make 
her  plunge  into  the  gay,  dancing  throng.    She  no 
longer  cared,  if  her  skirts  were  short,  and  her  arms 
and  neck  were  bare.    She  no  longer  thought  of  how 
she  looked  or  how  she  acted.    There  was  no  Pulatki 
m  the  wmgs  to  call  her  down  for  extra  flourishes; 
tfiere  was  no  old  white  face  in  the  orchestra  to  dis- 
^rb  her  conscience.    Her  chance  for  a  good  time 
had  come  at  last,  and  she  was  rushing  to  meet  it 
with  arms  outstretched. 

"They  are  getting  ready  for  the  grand  march! " 
oied  Monte,  who,  with  Mac,  represented  the  -  two 

iTT\u  "  ^'  ^P"'"^  **  ^^  «^<1  oi  the  hall, 
and  when  the  columns  line  up  again,  you  dance  whh 
your  vis-i-vis." 

"  My  who-tee-who?  "  asked  Nance. 

"  Vis-i-vis  -  fellow  opposite.    Come  ahead ! " 

whn^r  ^  ^^"!  ^'"  '^""^  '^'  ^y  procession, 
while  the  floor  vibrated  to  the  rhythm  of  the  pranc- 

mg  feet.  The  columns  marched  and  counter- 
marched and  fell  into  two  long  lines  facing  each 
other.    The  leader  of  the  orchestra  blew  a  ihriU 
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whistle,  and  Nance  marirm-.  ♦• 

one  Of  the  Dr<»Z  XZ  Tt^TT^'"'-  ~* 
the  one  faciiw  her     tZ     1  P"***  *"''  ««» 

flowed  t^getl^,  and  s5,?S"::^7;  **h^"^' 
•winging,  in  and  out  of  the  „„     1^  m  h«  anns, 

-^ve,ne.et.,.;i„--;i^^ 

;;Disappomt«d?"  asked  Mac 
N-no." 

"Then  why  are  you  stopping?  " 
Nance  could  not  teU  him  «>..  •    i. 
"High  Particular"  w«  i?,^'  "^J^  *orld  a 

her  vigi,  of  t^gh:^,:^  1 .  r^'/f-  ^ 

•olve  to  do  the  saL\  T^u   J^  ™*  *™  «" 
••  wi.  ^        """« ^V  Birdie  Smelts 

Where  ar«  the  other.?"  .1.       ,    ,™eits. 
confusion.  "*  otners?     she  asked  in  sudden 

"S'JeJ'S^'-'^'-^Mr.Monte.- 

Masks  ^trTsZl^r[Z"l'"T'  ""^  '<»«• 
"ong  aside,  hundreds  of  toy  baUooos 
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were  set  afloat  and  tossed  from  hand  to  hand,  con- 
fetti was  showered  from  the  balcony,  boisterous 
song  and  laughter  mingled  with  the  music  The 
floor  resembled  some  gigantic  kaleidoscope,  one  gay 
pattern  following  another  in  rapid  succession.  And 
in  every  group  the  most  vivid  note  was  struck  by 
a  flashing  red  bird.  Even  had  word  not  gone 
abroad  that  the  girls  in  crimson  and  black  were  from 
the  "Rag  Time  Follies,"  Birdie's  conspicuous 
charms  would  have  created  instant  comment  and  a 
host  of  admiiWs. 

Nance,   with   characteristic  independence,   soon 
swung  out  of  Birdie's  orbit  and  made  friends  for 
herself.    For  her  it  was  a  night  of  delirium,  and 
her  pulses  hammered  in  rhythm  to  the  throbbing 
music,    ^n  one  day  life  had  caught  her  up  out  of 
an  abyss  of  gloom  and  swung  her  to  a  dizzy  pinnacle 
of  delight,  where  she  poised  in  exquisite  ecstasy, 
fearing  Aat  the  next  turn  of  the  wheel  might  carry 
her  down  again.    Laughter  had  softened  her  lips 
and  hung  mischievous  lights  in  her  eyes;  happiness 
had  set  her  nerves  tingling  and  set  roses  blooming 
in  cheeks  and  lips.    The  smoldering  fires  of  self- 
expression,  smothered  so  long,  burst  into  riotous 
flame.    With  utter  abandonment  she  flung  hersdf 
into  Ae  merriment  of  the  moment,  romping  through 
the  dances  with  any  one  who  asked  her,  slapping  the 
face  of  an  elderly  knight  who  went  too  far  in  his 
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gallantries,  dancing  a  hornpipe  with  a  fat  down  to 
the  aoompaniment  of  a  hundred  dappmg  hands. 
Up  and  down  the  crowded  haU  she  raced,  a  hoyden- 
ish  httle  t«Mn-boy,  drunk  with  youth,  with  freedom, 
and  with  the  pent-up  vitality  of  years. 

Qosc  after  her,  snatching  her  away  from  the 
other  dancers  only  to  have  her  snatched  away  from 
hun  in  turn,  was  Mac  Clarke,  equally  flushed  and 
exated,  refusing  to  listen  to  Montc's  insistent  re- 
mmder  that  a  storm  was  brewing  and  they  ouriit 
to  go  home.  ^ 

"  Hang  the  storm  I "  cried  Mac  gaily.  **  I'm  in 
for  It  with  the  governor,  anyhow.  Let 's  make  a 
mghtofiti" 

At  the  end  of  a  dance  even  wilder  than  Ae  rest, 
Nance  found  herself  with  Mac  at  tte  entrance  to 
one  of  the  boxes  that  flanked  the  stage. 

"I  Ve  got  you  now  1"  he  panted,  catching  her 
wmts  and  pulling  her  within  the  curtained  recess. 

You  ve  got  to  teU  me  why  you've  been  running 
away  from  me  all  evening." 

"  ^  lwv«  n't,"  said  Nance,  laughing  and  struggling 
to  free  her  haiKls. 
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You  have,  too!    YooVc  given  me  the 


slip 


you? 
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times.    Don't  you  know  I  'm  cnwy  about 
Much  you  are  f "  scoffed  Nance.    «  Go  tell  that 


to  Birdie 
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,.."??  ^^^  Birdie  and  every  one  ebe  if  you 
Wee,  Mac  cried.  "  It  was  aU  up  with  me  the  firrt 
time  I  saw  you." 

With  his  handsome,  boyish  face  and  his  friUed 
«urt,  he  looked  so  absurdly  lilce  the  choir  boy,  who 
had  once  sat  on  the  fence  flinging  rocks  at  her,  that 
she  threw  back  her  head  and  laughed. 

"You  don't  even  know  the  first  time  you  saw 
me,"  she  challenged  him. 

"  WeU,  I  know  I  've  seen  you  somewhere  before. 
Tell  me  wher^?  " 

*'  Guess  I "  said  Nance,  with  dancing  eyes. 
Wait  I    I  know  I    It  was  on  the  street  one 
night    You  were  standing  in  a  drug  store.    A  red 
light  was  shming  on  you,  and  you  smiled  at  me." 

"I  smiled  at  you  because  I  knew  you.    Td  seen 

you  before  that    Once  when  you  did  n't  want  me 

ta^  In  the  factory  yard  — behind  the  gas-pipe—" 

Were  you  the  little  girf  that  caught  me  kissmg 

Bird  that  day?"  ^ 

^"^YesI    But  there  was  another  time  even  before 

He  searched  her  face  quizzically,  stiU  holding  her 
wnsts. 

Nance,   no  longer  trying  to   free  her  hands, 
hummed  teasingly,  half  under  her  breath; 

"  Do  ye  think  the  likes  of  ye 
Could  learn  to  like  the  likes  o'  me? 
Arrah,  come  in,  Barney  McKane,  out  of  the  rain! » 
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diSJf*"**  •*«P' "»  ^•«;  «^  »*  cried  «. 

tliatl"«li^  ^"',«°'"»  to  pay  you  back  for 
«tatl  wd  before  d»  knew  it.  he  had  got  both  of 
W  h«rf,  „to  one  of  hi,  and  had  caught^  to  hi^ 

•nd  1^  taking  her  there  in  the  ri„d^  of  th^  a^ 

^diS^  ""  '"'•  "^  «^«  -o  •-  »«^^ 

And  NuK^  the  mdependent,  scoaSng,  high-headed 

SSe"^  J- *"  *"' ?^  "-^ -^^ '"-^M 
warfare,  offensive  as  weU  as  defensive,  against  the 
^^  mwculine,  forgot  for  one  IrTs^dm 
«o»d  ev«yth,ng  fa  ^  worid  except  the  touch  o 

^J^  y  **  •""  "<*  *«  w"™  clasp  of 
Ae  arm  about  her  yieldmg  shoulders. 

andl'^'.r^  ""s^t  she  spnwg  away  from  him. 

At  tb.  door  leading  back  into  the  ball-room  a 
group  of  dancers  had  gathered  and  were  «Sne 
humor<»»  remark,  about  a  woman  who  wasTfaf 

Of  a  white  face  with  a  sagging  mouth,  and  sterine 
eyes  under  a  profusion  of  tumbled  red  hair.    w"ft 

puliiivelyseu«d  one  of  the  woman's  limp  hand! 
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"Gcrtl"  ahe  cried,  "what's  the  natter?  An 
you  hurt?'* 

The  monk  gave  a  significant  wink  at  Mac,  who 
had  joined  them,  and  the  by-standers  laughed. 

"She's  drunk  I"  said  Mac,  abruptly,  pulling 
Nance  away.  "Where  did  you  ever  know  that 
woman?" 

"Why,  it 'sGert,  you  know,  at  the  factory  I  She 
worked  at  the  bench  next  to  mine ! " 

Her  eyes  followed  the  departing  group  somberly, 
and  she  lingered  despite  Mac's  persuasion. 

Poor  Gert!  Was  this  what  she  meant  by  a  good 
time  ?  To  be  limp  and  silly  like  that,  with  her  dress 
slipping  off  her  shoulder  and  people  staring  at  her 
and  laughing  at  her? 

"I  don't  want  to  dance!"  she  said  impatiently, 
shaking  off  Mac's  hand. 

The  steaming  hall,  redcing  with  tobacco  smoke 
and  stale  beer,  the  men  and  women  with  painted 
faces  and  blackened  eyes  leering  and  languishing  at 
each  other,  the  snatches  of  suggestive  swig  and  jest, 
filled  her  with  sudd?f  disgust 

"  I  *m  going  horo;^"  she  announced  with  determi- 
nation. 

"  But,  Nance  I "  pleaded  Mac,  "  you  can't  go  until 
we '  ve  had  our  dance." 

But  for  Nance  the  spell  was  broken,  and  her  one 
idea  was  to  get  away.  When  she  found  Birdie  she 
became  more  insistent  than  ever. 
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-Why  not  lec  It  out?"  urged  Mac  "I  don't 
want  to  go  home." 

^I  You  are  as  hoane  as  a  frog  now,"  said  Monte. 

Glad  of  it  I    Let's  me  out  of  singing  in  die  choir 

to-morrow  — I  mean  to-day  I    Who  wants  another 
drink?" 

Birdie  did,  and  another  ten  minutes  was  lost  while 
they  went  around  to  the  refreshment  room. 

The  storm  was  at  its  height  when  at  four  o'clodc 
they  started  on  that  mad  drive  home.  The  shriek- 
ing wind,  the  wet,  slippery  streets,  the  lightning 
flashing  against  the  blurred  wind-shield,  the  crashes 
of  thunder  that  drowned  all  other  sounds,  were  suf- 
ficient to  try  the  nerves  of  the  steadiest  driver.  But 
Mac  sped  his  car  through  it  with  reckless  disregard, 
singing,  despite  his  hoarseness,  with  Birdie  and 
Monte,  and  shouting  laughing  defiance  as  the  light- 
ning played. 

Nance  sat  very  straight  beside  him  with  her  eyes 
on  the  road  ahead.  She  hated  Birdie  for  having 
taken  enough  wine  to  make  her  siUy  like  that;  she 
hated  the  boys  for  laughing  at  her.  She  saw  noth- 
ing funny  in  the  fact  that  somebody  had  lost  the 
latch-key  and  that  they  could  only  get  in  by  raising 
the  landlady,  who  was  sharp  of  tongue  and  free 
with  her  comments. 

**  You  giris  better  come  on  over  to  my  rooms," 
urged  Monte.  "  We  '11  cook  your  breakfast  on  the 
chafing-dish,  won't  we,  Mac?  " 
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"  Me  for  the  couch ! "  said  Birdie.  "  I  'm  cross- 
eyed, I  *m  so  sleepy." 

"  I  'm  not  going,"  said  Nance,  shortly. 

"  Don't  be  a  short-sport,  Nance,"  urged  Birdie, 

peevishly.    "  It 's  as  good  as  morning  now.    We 

can  loaf  around  Monte's  for  a  couple  of  hours  and 

then  go  over  to  my  room  and  change  our  clothes  in 

tame  to  get  to  the  station  by  seven.    Less  time  we 

have  to  answer  questions,  better  it  '11  be  for  us." 

"I  teU  you  I  ain't  going!"  protested  Nance, 
hotly. 

"  Yes,  you  are! "  whispered  Mac  softly.  "  You 
are  going  to  be  a  good  little  girl  and  do  whatever  I 
want  you  to." 

Nance  grew  strangely  silent  under  his  compelling 
look,  and  under  the  touch  of  his  hand  as  it  sought 
hers  in  the  darkness.  Why  was  n't  she  angry  with 
Mr.  Mac  as  she  was  with  the  others  ?  Why  did  she 
want  so  much  to  do  whatever  he  asked  her  to? 
After  aU  perhaps  there  was  no  harm  in  going  to 
Mr.  Monte's  for  a  little  while,  perhaps  — 

She  drew  in  her  breath  suddenly  and  shivered. 
For  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  was  afraid,  not  cI 
the  storm,  or  the  consequences  of  her  escapade,  but 
of  herself.  She  was  afraid  of  the  quick,  sweet 
shiver  that  ran  over  her  whenever  Mac  touched  her, 
of  the  strange  weakness  that  came  over  her  even 
now,  as  his  hands  claimed  hers. 
"  Say,  I  'm  going  to  get  out,"  she  said  suddenly. 
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I  want  to 


"Stop  aie  carl    Don't  you  hear  me? 
getoutl 

"Nonsense I"  said  Mac,  "you  don't  even  know 

Monte  s  that  s  what  you  are  going  to  do." 

««  Nance  laiew  more  than  he  thoueht    In  the 
last  flash  of  lightning  she  had  seen,  bSL  of  U,^ 

Zt^    J!'  '"^'"^^  """'  *-  Ae  second  ag^^ 

^.^^^U  *'  '"'"  °'  •^'^'^  Cathedral.'^he 
knew  that  they  were  rapidly  approaching  the  rail- 

beyond  wh.ch  lay  a  region  totally  unfamiliar  to  her 

She  waited  tensely  until  Mac  had  sped  the  car 

^oss  the  gleaming  tracks,  just  escaptog  2l  Z 

scendmg  gate^    Then  she  bent  forward  ^d  seiz^ 

fteS^'cTk'  ^'"    ?*  car  came  to  a  hdt  w1* 
a  temfic  jerk,  plungmg  them  aU  forward,  and  under 
cover  of  the  confusion  Nance  leapt  out  and  Trt- 
mg  under  the  lowered  gate,  dashed  across  ZtX 
The  next  moment  a  long  freight  train  passed  be^ 
twem  her  and  the  automobile,  and  when  it'was  do« 
with  Its  noisy  shunting  backward  and  forward  and 
had  gone  ahead,  the  street  was  empty 
Watching    her    chance    between    the    lightning 

yond  the  signal  tower  she  would  be  safe  from  Uncle 
Jed  s  r.gtt«,us  eye,  and  able  to  dash  down  a  short 
cut  she  knew  that  led  into  the  street  back  of  Z 
warehouse  and  thence  into  Calvary  Alley     U  Z 
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could  g^  to  her  old  room  for  the  next  two  hour.. 
at  could  change  her  do  Jies  and  be  off  again  betake 
any  one  knew  of  her  night's  adventure. 

iJZ^ft^  "^'^  ?'  ~™"'  *  "^  "«»*  Wind- 
«f^      IT  "^  *«  •'"''""•    A  line  of  fire 

wL,  J  »  «'"'»■'>?  trash;  aU  the  electric  lights 
went  out,  and  Nance  found  herself  cowering  agamst 
the  fence,  apparently  the  one  living  object  in  that 
wild,  wet,  stomi-racked  night 
laJIl'  *^^  ''iff  '°  •«  «"  were  the  smaU  red 
^t^  TJZ  .  ,°"  *'  ''^•'"^  «»'«•  Nance 
tad  tlL^.  'r"  "'""  *'  '"^eht  train  that 
bad  backed  into  the  yards  five  minutes  before 
ru^ed  out  agaia    But  the  lamps  did  not  move 

f:.^-,?,."?'!     *  ""^  *«  '"<*'•  wa"*ing  with 
fasamited  horror  the  dark  windows  of  the  sien^ ' 

mrhad^!:';^  "■'  y™'*  j«'  "s"*  «» '-S 

W^y  had  n  t  he  lowered  the  gates  ?    AU  her  fear  of 
d^covery  was  suddenly  swallowed  upin  a  greater 

"Un^Jwy'^'"  '•"  '"•""«'  ««»'»»«  «he  wind, 
uncle  Jed,  are  you  there  ?  " 

There  was  no  answer. 

whf^h  '•' u'f  *".  ""P  '**P'  »"<'  "ied  the  door, 
which  yielded  grudgingly  to  her  pressure.    It  wai 
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wide  enough  ,o  sqCze1hl.h  ^i."'  '^'"^ 
floor,  lying  ju^t  a,\  '^^^  t^\,J^" ,?"  ** 
tender,  his  unseeing  eyes  sLw  ?'  ?'"  S***" 
darkness.  ^  ^         ""^  "P  ""o  the  semi- 

boiind'tele"^!:?  *'"■"'„*'"  "  *«  »'-8™' 

terrible  t  JSilr^iz^'^r'aTn*'  ^'"^    ^ 
eyes  with  her  h^ds  '      ''  ^  "^"■*<"  ""er 

"God  tell  me  quick,  what  must  I  rfn?"  .1,    j 
manded,  and  the  next  instant  "sff  in  tl  t'' 

prayer,  she  heard  herself  easo  "  /hi."     \'  *"  ""^ 
Wed  wUdly  for  the  tdlphSf  •    ^'    "'*'*""■ 


CHAPTER  XXI 

DAN 

THE  shrill  whistle  that  at  noon  had  obtruded 
Its  discord  into  Nance  Molloy's  thoughts  had 
a  very  different  effect  on  Dan  Lewis,  washing  his 
hands  under  the  hydrant  in  the  factory  yard.  He 
had  not  forgotten  that  it  was  Saturday.  Neither 
had  Growler,  who  stood  watching  him  with  an 
oblique  look  m  Us  old  eye  that  said  as  plain  as  words 
that  he  knew  what  momentous  business  was  brewine 
at  five  o'clock.  ^ 

It  was  not  only  Saturday  for  Dan,  but  the  most 
important  Saturday  that  ever  figured  on  the  cal- 
endar.^ In  his  heroic  efforts  to  conform  to  Mrs. 
i'urdy  s  standard  of  perfection  he  had  studied  the 
advice  to  young  men  in  the  "Sunday  Echo." 
Ihere  he  learned  that  no  gentleman  would  think  of 
mentioning  love  to  a  young  lady  until  he  was  in  a 

Tn  l!r  u  i!?  t!"*"^   ^''-    "^^y'^  P^y   envelope 
would  hold  the  exact  amount  to  bring  his  bank^ 

count  up  to  the  three  imposing  figures  that  he  had 
decided  on  as  the  minimum  sum  to  be  put  away 
As  he  was  drying  his  hands  on  his  handkerchief 
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ml'Ii^ll"^  '« '^^  ""^^^  ^''  ^''^^'  ^^  was  sum- 
moned  to  the  office. 

buffer  !ll!  ^*'*  ^.?''  '"^  ^^^  ^"  *  self-constituted 
buffer  between  Mr.  Clarke  and  the  men  in  the 

furnace-room,  and  he  wondered  anxiously  what  new 
comphcation  had  arisen.  "arnew 

"  He  's  got  an  awful  grouch  on,"  ;wamed  the 
st«K>grapher  as  Dan  passed  through  the  outer  office. 

Mr.  Clarke  was  sitting  at  his  desk,  tapping  his 
foot  impatiently.  *^^  ^    " 

tilT^i;'.^'"'''' ^'  '^'^'   "y°"'^^  '^k^n  your 
time  I    Sit  down.     I  warn  to  talk  to  you  " 

Dan  dropped  into  the  chair  opposite  and  waited. 
Is  It  true  that  you  have  been  doing  most  of  the 

«  J?^f"^"  "  ^^^'^  ^^^  ^«  past  month.? " 
WeU,  I  've  helped  him  some.    You  see  bein? 
he^  ^so  long,  I  know  the  ropes  a  bit  better^Lan'f 

c  J  ^^l'^  T  *^*  ^^^  ^  °"«^^t  'o  have  known 
sooner  that  he  could  not  handle  tne  job.  I  fired 
him  this  morning,  and  we  've  got  to  make  some 
fZk^^  arrangement  until  a  new  man  is  in- 

Dan's  face  grew  grave. 

"  We  can  manage  everything  but  the  finishing 
r^m.    Some  of  the  girls  have  been  threatening  to 

"  What 's  the  grievance  now  ?  " 

"Same   thing  -  ventilation.     Twt   more   girij 
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fainted  there  this  morning.    The  air  is  something 
terrible."  * 

What  do  they  think  I  am  running? "  demanded 
Mr.  Qarke,  angrily,  "a  health  resort?" 
"No,  sir/'  said  Dan,  "a  death  trap." 
Mr.  Clarke  set  his  jaw  and  glared  at  Dan,  but 
he  said  nothing.    The  doctor's  recent  verdict  on 
the  death  of  a  certain  one-eyed  girl,  named  Mag 
Gist,  may  have  had  something  to  do  with  his  silence. 
How  many  girls  are  in  that  room  now?"  he 
asked  after*  a  long  pause. 

Dan  gave  the  number,  together  with  several  other 
disturbing  facts  concerning  the  sanitary  arranee- 
ments.  ^ 

"WeU,  what's  to  be  done?"  demanded  Mr. 
Clarke,  fiercely.  «  We  can't  get  out  the  work  with 
fewer  girls,  and  there  is  no  way  of  enlarging  that 
room." 

"Yes,  sir,  there  is."  sj».id  Dan.  "Would  you 
mind  me  showing  you  a  way?" 

"  Since  you  are  so  full  of  advice,  go  ahead." 

With  crude,  but  sure,  pencil  strokes,  Dan  got  his 
Ideas  on  paper.  He  had  done  it  so  often  for  his 
own  satisfaction  that  he  could  have  made  them  with 
his  eyes  shut  Ever  since  those  early  days  when 
he  had  seen  that  room  through  Nance  MoUoy's 
eyes,  he  had  persisted  in  his  efforts  to  better  it 

Mr.  Clarke,  with  his  fingers  thrust  through  his 
scanty  hair,  watched  him  scornfully. 
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Absolutely  impractical,"  he  declared.  "  The 
only  feasible  plan  would  be  to  take  out  the  north 
partition  and  build  an  extension  like  this  " 

"That  could  n't  be  done,"  said  Dan.  «  on  account 
of  the  projection." 

Whereupon,  such  is  the  power  of  opposition, 
Mr.  Clarke  set  himself  to  prove  that  it  could.  For 
over  an  hour  they  wrangled,  going  into  the  ques- 
tions  of  cost,  of  time,  of  heating,  of  ventilation, 
scarcely  looking  up  from  the  plans  until  a  figure  in 
a  checked  suit  flung  open  the  door,  letting  in  a 
draught  of  air  that  scattered  the  papers  on  the 
desk. 

"  Hello,  Dad,"  said  the  new-comer,  with  a  friendly 
nod  to  Dan,  "  I  'm  sorry  to  disturb  you.  but  I  only 
have  a  minute." 

"  Which  I  should  accept  gratefully.  I  suppose,  as 
my  share  of  your  busy  day?"  Mr.  Clarke  tried 
to  look  severe,  but  his  eyes  softened. 

"  Well,  I  just  got  up,"  said  Mac,  with  an  in- 
gratiating smile,  as  he  smoothed  back  his  chining 
hair  before  the  mirror  in  the  hat-rack. 

"  Running  all  night,  and  sleeping  half  the  day  I " 
grumbled  Mr.  Qarke.  « By  the  way,  what  time 
did  you  get  m  last  night?" 

Mac  made  a  wry  face. 

[Et  tu,  Brute f*^  he  cried  gaily.  "Mother's 
polished  me  off  on  that  score.  I  have  not  come  here 
to  discuss  the  waywardness  of  your  prodigal  son 
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Mr  Chrke.  I  have  come  to  ulk  high  finance.    I 
aesire  to  negotiate  a  loan." 

J  ^.T''"  r^^  *■''  '•*•'■    "  I  »"«"«  «o 
-jr  that  Dan  LewU  here,  who  earn,  about  half 

But  Dan's  the  original  grinder.    He  alwav. 

^L'%  "^^  '»'>'"«»•  Used  to  win  my  „iZ 
eveiy  Sunday  when  we  shot  craps  in  the  alley  back 
of  «.e  «thed«l.  Say.  Dan.  I  „.  you  've  stiU^ 
aat  handsome  thoroughbred  cur  of  yours  I  By 
^rge.  that  dog  could  use  his  tail  for  a  jumping 

Dan  smiled;  he  couldn't  afford  to  be  sensitive 
about  Growler's  beauty.  sensinve 

Phyi.  *^*  "*  "'•  ^'"'  "  ^  »**^  °f  "•  «»- 

. "  ^**:   ^ '"  see  what  can  be  done  with  these 

«?^«»  "  *•»"""'"•'«  y<»  t-y  to  keep  the  ^ 
satisfied  until  the  new  foreman  comes.  By  the  wav 
I  «pect  you  'd  better  stay  on  here  to-m,^,*       ' 

Y«°,i^"r'  Ti*  ■"■'  '""''  °"  *•  *»'-knob. 
les.  sir,    he  said  in  evident  embarrassment  "  but 

Of  hours  this  afternoon."  ^ 

"WTio's  the  girl.  Dan?"  asked  Mac,  but  Dan 

did  not  stop  to  answer. 
As  he  hurried  down  the  haU,  a  boy  appeared 

from  around  the  comer  and  beckoned  to  hhH  S 

a  mysterious  grin. 
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J.r •""  •  "*•    "  '•  *«  P««i«»t  girl  you  ever 

the  window.  But  the  tall  Tk!!,  *  '  "P'*"'  '° 
»  a  white  veil,  wte  wl  IStr*^  *"'"°^ 
way  .ugge«ed  Na„«  M^S^*  '*'°*' '"  ""  -■«-<"• 

»»*PP*d  into  the  yard   .h.    *.  ^      .  ""•    ^  ^ 

o^^fl^^  •^.?^^ ,"- '-« '«•  «p. 

^^^,»  .  OTMie.       Dont  remember  me,  do 

«r!!!!il''°-.    ^' '»  BWie  Smelt5." 

^J  you  '»«'  'o  •-  a  good  f^end  'of ^  ..f:^ 

»oSS  b;Bird°ieT«]:f°".H°'  •"'  "'^'"^  ««» 
he  had  ti«  hlTTxT  """  °"*  "'""'o"  """en 
She  was  ol^er^n  he  h"""  '°  ^  ^^'^K-ri"". 
infinitely  wSr  to  L  ^  "  T^'*  °'  >'*»"•  "<> 
was  beLT  ,       *"'''  °f  *«  world.     But  it 

*«  beyond  mascuhne  human  nature  not  to  be  il- 
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^f.^j,^,^,^«nd  was  her  friend 

Wdl,  I  wonder  if  you  don't  want  to  do  me  a 
favor?  "  she  coaxed.    "  i?;«^  «  *  vr  w     ^ 
been  h#r*  «!  •       •  "^  °"*  *^  ^«<^  Clarke  'a 

oeen  here,  or  is  going  to  be  here.    I  £ot  to  ae*  him 
onj)articular  business."  *  «<>«  to  see  him 

"  He 's  up  in  the  office  now,"  said  Dan  •  th#n  h. 
added  bluntly  "Wh#~  aia        **'"  ^-n' ««n  he 

Chirke?"  ^°"  *^*'  ^°^  Mac 

'T^'  ^/^'  ""!!!'"  "^'  ^""•'^^  »  '"om^nt. 
said    "^^  *?  »^  ^"»  ^0'  «  Wend  of  mine,"  she 

"^T.       /^/'  shamefaced  explanation. 
This  girl  and  Mac  have  had  a  quarrel     I  'm 

What  do  you  mean?" 
Dan  looked  troubled. 

"  Clarke 's  a  nice  fellow  all  right "  he  salrf  «  k..* 
when  it  comes  to  giris— "  h«»T^L  «  .  ^"* 
« ru         I         .   ^  "*  °'°'^e  off  abruotlv 

Do  you  know  him?  "  •wupuy. 

uiy^  ^"  h^*"  '■ound  the  theater."  she  said 

Then  you  ought  to  know  what  I  mean  " 
Birdie  looked  absently  across  the  barren  yard 

with  f^lf  """^•"  ^'^  ^''  ^''^^^y>  then'added 
with  feminine  mconsistency,  "Go  on,  Dan,  be  a 
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of  ^  ^ul^^ ::«  .P«k  to  him  wi*ou.  the 

Oark*-.  private  offic.  Tdlit  Z        °'  "'• 
street  '™™  ""or  way  to  the 

Dan  gave  the  mcident  little  fnrrt.-,  .t.  ^ 
went  mechanically  abouW.f  *""'«'"•  «« 
•-casionaUy  at  h.^  t^'J^  ^'^^•,  ^'^  f»™f 
PO"  over  a  sheet  of  parT  H,S  k  *  ''°°'  *° 
glanced  casually  over  h.^iT'  ./^  ''  *"'  «™P'oyer 
thought  he  wa^^S  fi      ?*°"""'  '"«  "«'«  have 

new'iini,hinrror;t;7sront  ?'^  "'  *' 
have  puzried  him.  Instadof^r^  ^^  "'*  *°"''' 
we«  several  smaU  o^^^d  aTr^XeT  *''' 

-'« :sr:a,ti' ir-r'^-^-- 

both  time  and  soao  on  ^rT     •       "^  consumed 
Qn*.«*  .  ^  °"  *^  fractious  foreloct   a«^ 

.ing^shed  Mrc^,*:  r-3  -  *a.  di.^ 
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Once  on  his  way,  with  Growler  at  his  heds  he 

Sli  Z  "T  I*""*"" '°  '■'' '°°'"-    ««  "'"'ed  ^ery 

Iff   •  j't'"'"  *""*'"«  ""^  »"<•  *»  into^ 
sm.  e  and  hs  ga«  soaring  over  the  heads  of  the 

ordma^  people  whom  he  passed.  For  twentynme 
'^ay*he td  °'  "''  '""r^''  ^"^  ^^^ 
1.  written  m  words  grown  dim  to  the  eyes  of  age 
and  "penence,  but  perennially  shining  to  the  eyes 
of  youth :  ••  And  then  they  were  married  and  uZ 
happily  ever  after." 

"Take  care  therel    Look  where  you  are goine! " 

"  Why,  hello.  Bean!  "  he  said  in  su^irise,  bring- 

Uad  to  see  you  out  again! " 
"I  ain't  out,"  said  the  ex.fo,«m.n.    "I'm  all 
m.    I  ve  got  rheumatism  in  every  comer  of  me 

^"tou"^.'  '^'  °'!i  '^  '"""^  *<"  f'"  "«*' 

Tough  luck,"  said  Dan  sympathetically   with 
«^y  half  up  the  square.    "  First  rime  you  've  been 

«:1^V  ' '"'  "^  *°  **  P"*  °"«  or  twice.    Last 
mght  I  went  to  a  show."    He  was  about  to  iT™ 

an  old  friend  of  yours  there.    You  remember  that 
MoUoy  girl  you  used  to  run  with  up  at  the  facto^r  ?  " 
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hZ      r^  i      '^  «"■'"  ""  "  °W  grievance  with 

"  if  ^fiii'l"^'^  '^*^"  """  °"  »*»»•  ""daunted, 

f  she  am  t  doing  a  turn  up  at  the  Gaiety  I    She 's 

a  I.td.  corker  all  right,  had  the  whole  ho.^  go1„g." 

Dan  ^dT-T  «"r/<™"e yo^  way  "  said 
^'rT^^' .  ^""8  '"'>'  y°" '« talking  about 's 
^  S^t  f  S  ^'" ''  r  ■"■"«  "P  "ere^-,^! 
^Xle^."""^  •"  •"  '"'■''"'^  '-  -  -•" 
'•  Wdl,  the  drinks  are  on  me.    That  eiri  at  th« 

^r^'  "  ^  ™«"  *°  ""•    Same  c?al  JL 
rfhajjdhng herself,  same-"    Something  K' 

^&  rj-!^  ''°'-    "  '  ^^^  *°  ■*  «°»8^'  he  said. 
Dan  waited  patiently  for  ten  minutes;  then  he 

KTmlL  ^f  '^  '•'"'  *°  ^™'''«''  *••<>  "as  making 
We  mwenible  for  a  cat  in  a  neighboring  yard  and 
«ro^«l  past  Miss  Bobinet-s  doof;  then  'bTrlZt 

Z^  .T"-  ^'  *°^'  ^  faUen  into  Ws 
*eam  hke  a  pebble  into  a  tranquil  pool.    vC 

walked  or  talked.    Restlessly,  Dan  paced  up  and 

watch  agam,  it  was  five-thirty. 
Only  thirty  more  minutes  in  which  to  transact 
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the  most  important  business  of  his  life!  With  a 
gesture  of  impatience  he  strode  up  to  Miss  Bobinet's 
door  and  rang  the  beU. 

A  wrinkled  old  woman,  with  one  hand  behind  her 
ear.  opened  the  door  grudgingly. 

^uJ^^^Z^'l"''  "  '^'  ^"^^^^«^  '^  ^^-^^  to  his 
query.       What  you  want  with  her?  " 

;;  I 'd  like  to  speak  with  her  a  minute,"  said  Dan. 

Are  you  her  brother?" 
"No." 

"Insurance  man?" 
"  No." 

'Twi,''^! '^°'"^"  P^'^^  at  hun  curiously. 
Who  be  you?"  she  asked. 
My  name 's  Lewis." 
Morris?" 

h^ifl  r,!".'"  "^'"^  °*"'  "^  »  «»'"»"S 

hand  on  Growler,  who  was  sniHmg  at  the  strana 
mns^  odors  fl»t  issued  from  the  ha!f.>pen  doon 

to  C^y^'  "^  "^  '^'^'''  -*-'  «  -'<• 

-m^.  Wednesday!"  said   Dan,  incredulously. 
^<a  n  t  she  send  any  word  ?  " 

J^V"".^"  """"^  '"^  ^^  *«  wouldn't  be 
b^k.    You  dog,  you  I"    This  to  Growler  who  haS 

determination  to  run  down  that  queer  smeU  if  pos- 
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Dan  went  slowly  down  the  steps,  and  Growler 
...to  offended  at  having  had  the'dj  sZL^ 
m  Ins  face  or  else  sensing,  dog-fashion,  the  S 
^nge  m  h.s  master's  mood.  ,ro.t«l  soberly  at  hfe 

Alley  to  find  out  what  the  trouble  wm     kZu- 
t^  do  but  go  ba*  to  the  facto^^^d  Zry  IT^ 
the  night,   with  all  sorts  of  dist»rhi»J  *u      iT 
swanning  in  his  brain.    Nance td  ^    U  ri^l 

S"  tf  ^^i '  ""■'  "*^  and^r^rt^d 

^I~^'  T^       "''^  "'°™  «°  fan  usual.    He  re- 
^Ju^Vl  "'  "'"'  ~""^«'  patience  a„dho^ 

then  and  there  what  was  in  his  heart.     He  Uean 
ail  his  plans  and  dreams  to  himself.    PerhaM  if 

to  entertain  dark  doubts  concerning  rt^S- 
^„of  advice  to  young  men  in  fte  "T^ 

work  wiA  charactenstic  thoroughness.  It  was 
st«ngely  hot  and  still,  and  somewhere  out  onX 
bonzon  was  a  grumbling  discontent.    It  was  rata 

Z  Bu^  IT  "'""^^  "•■'"  "^  board^a  r 
for  Butternut  Lane,  and  by  the  time  he  reached 
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the  Purdy's  comer,  the  hghtning  was  playing  sharply 
m  the  northwest.  *-  ^    s        vj 

He  let  himself  in  the  empty  house  and  felt. his 
way  up  to  his  room,  but  he  did  not  go  to  bed 
Instead,  he  sat  at  his  table  and  with  stiff  awkward 
fingers  wrote  letter  after  letter,  each  of  which  he 
tossed  unpatienUy  into  the  waste-basket  They 
were  all  to  Nance,  and  they  all  tried  in  vain  to 
express  the  pent-up  emotion  that  had  filled  his  heart 
for  years.  Somewhere  down-stairs  a  clock  struck 
one,  but  he  kej^  doggedly  at  his  task.  Four  o'clock 
found  him  still  seated  at  the  table,  but  his  tired  head 
had  dropped  on  his  folded  arms,  and  he  slept. 

Outside  the  wind  rose  higher  and  higher,  and 
Uie  lightning  split  the  heavens  in  blinding  flashes. 
Suddenly  a  deafening  crash  of  thunder  shook  the 
house,  and  Dan  started  to  his  feet.  A  moment 
later  the  telephone  bell  rang. 

Half  dazed,  he  stumbled  down-stairs  and  took 
wp  the  receiver. 

"  Hello,  hello!  Yes,  this  is  Dan  Lewis.  What? 
I«mthearyou.  Who?"  Then  his  back  stiffened 
suddenly,  and  his  voice  grew  tense,  "Nance! 
Where  are  you?  Is  he  dead?  Who 's  with  you ? 
Dont  be  scared,  I'm  coming! '»  and,  leaving  the 
receiver  dangling  on  the  cord,  he  made  one  leap 
for  the  door.  ^ 
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IN  THE  SIGNAL  TOWER 

J.  coatless,  breathless  through  the  storm,  before 
he  spied  the  red  hghts  on  the  lowered  gates  at  the 
crossing.  Dashing  to  the  signal  tower,  he  took 
the  steps  two  at  a  time.  The  small  room  was  al- 
most dark  but  he  could  see  Nance  kneeling  on  the 
floor  beside  the  big  gatekeeper. 

"Dan!  Is  it  you ?"  she  cried.  "He  ain't  dead 
yet  lean  eel  him  breathing.  If  the  doctor  would 
only  come !  ' 

"Who'd  you  call?" 
"The  first  one  in  the  book,  Dr.  Adair." 
"But  he's  the  big  doctor  up  at  the  hospital-  he 
won't  come."  ^ 

"He  will  too!    I  told  him  he  had  to.    And  the 

S?'  r  «   r  f '^"-     ^°"''  '*^  *°  ^''^  his  heart. 
iJan.    Call  the  doctor  again!" 

«  A  J'^.if  "*  *^!"^  ^"^  '^'^ ''  *°  ^'^  ^  ^'S^t'"  ^»d  Dan. 
Ain  t  there  a  lantern  or  something?  " 

"Strike  matches,  like  I  did.    They  are  on  the 
window-sill  -  only  hurry  -  Dan,  hurry  f  " 
Dan  went  about  his  task  in  his  own  way,  taking 
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time  to  find  an  oU  lamp  on  the  shelf  behind  the 
door  and  deliberately  lighting  it  before  he  took  his 
scat  at  the  telephone.  As  he  waited  for  the  con- 
nection, his  puzzled,  troubled  eyes  dwelt  not  on 
Uncle  Jed,  but  on  the  crimson  boots  and  fantastic 

cap  of  Uncle  Jed's  companion. 
"Dr.  Adair  is  on  the  way,"  he  said  quietly,  when 

he  hung  up  the  receiver,  "  and  a  man  is  coming 

from  the  yards  to  look  after  the  gates.    Is  he  still 

breathmg?  '*     , 

"Only  when  I  make  himl "  said  Nance,  pressing 
the  iungs  of  the  injured  man.  "  There,  Uncle  Jed  " 
she  coaxed,  "  take  another  deep  breath,  just  one 
tome  Go  on  1  Do  it  for  Nance.  One  time  more  I 
That  s  nghtl    Once  morel" 

But  Uncle  Jed  was  evidently  very  tired  of  tryine 
to  accommodate.  The  gasps  came  at  irregular  in- 
tervals. * 

"How  long  have  you  been  doing  this?"  asked 
Dan,  kneeling  beside  her. 

"I  don't  know.    Ever  since  I  came." 

"  How  did  you  happen  to  come  ?  " 

"I  saw  the  lightning  strike  the  beU.  Oh,  Dan  I 
It  was  awful,  the  noise  and  the  flash !  Seemed  like 
I  d  never  get  up  the  steps.  And  at  first  I  thought 
he  was  dead  and  — " 

;*  But  who  wa'  with  you?    Where  were  you 
going?     mterrupted  Dan  in  bewilderment. 
"I  was  passing— I  was  going  home— .J— '» 
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S^j«::  ^r  >  ~"'  "<«  ^  ™pa.i««ty 

Nance's  hands,  relieved  nf  th-  •        ... 

'Fiie,..    ll!"*'^  '"'^«°«  "»  »  place  in  a,. 

*c»-     ^  ocen  on  a  couple  of  niffhtQ     T'« 
away  with  'em  in  the  morning ''  ^"""^ 

Dan  looked  at  her  as  if  S«  *i.      ..     . 

3f  ou  I    he  said,  "  going  on  the  sta^e  ?  "    tu 
as  he  took  it  in  h^  ,i^t  i^    stage?       Then 

suddLT  *°"*  "^  ""■"  ^°"'  >^-    It  was  all  so 

diSS"*"*  '"  "^""^  ««""  -*  »tem 

in  ZS^r""  '"»-  *«  *-««r  at  this  time 

Uncle  Jed  moaned  slighUy,  ^  a,ey  both  bent 
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over  him  in  instant  solicitude.    But  there  was  noth- 
ing to  do,  but  wait  until  the  doctor  should  come. 

"  Where  had  you  been  in  those  crazy  clothes?  " 
persisted  Dan. 

"  I  'd  been  to  the  carnival  ball  with  Birdie  Smelts," 
Nance  blurted  out  "  I  did  n't  know  it  was  going 
to  be  like  that,  but  I  might  *a'  gone  anyway.  I 
don't  know.  Oh,  Dan,  I  was  sick  to  death  of  being 
stuck  away  in  that  dark  hole,  waiting  for  something 
to  turn  up.  '  I  told  you  how  it  was,  but  you  could  n't 
see  it  .  I  was  bound  to  have  a  good  time  if  I  died 
for  it  I" 

She  dropped  her  head  on  her  knees  and  sobbed 
unrestrainedly,  while  the  wind  shrieked  around  the 
shanty,  and  the  rain  dashed  against  the  gradually 
lightening  window-pane.  After  a  while  she  flung 
back  her  head  defiantly. 

"  Stop  looking  at  me  like  that,  Dan.  Lots  of 
girls  go  on  the  stage  and  stay  good." 

"  I  was  n't  thinking  about  the  stage,"  said  Dan. 
"I  was  thinking  about  to-night  Who  took  you 
girls  to  that  place?" 

Nance  dried  her  tears. 
I  can't  tell  you  that,"  she  said  uneasily. 
Why  not?" 

"It  would  n't  be  fair." 

Dan  felt  the  hot  blood  surge  to  his  head,  and 
the  muscles  of  his  hands  tighten  involuntarily.  He 
forgot  Uncle  Jed;  he  forgot  to  listen  for  the  doctor. 
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or  to  wony  about  uaffic  that  would  soon  b«  held 

Zt^^T,"^-    The  only  ™a„ru..*^ol' 
tor  lum  at  diat  moment  was  the  scoundrel  who  had 

^^«ke  hi,  little  Nance  into  that  InfaL^ 

dri^Kd-^r  "^^  *'*"*-'*  ^'-«• 

"Dan,"  she  pleaded,  "don't  be  mad  at  me     I 
P«»n„e  you  I  won't  go  to  any  more  plac^  |iw 
that    I  la«w  ,t  was  n't  right  aU  along.    But  I  got 

on*  that  11  ever  come  to  me  I    You  ain't  going  to 
stMd  m  my  way,  are  you,  Dan  ?  "  * 

" M**! ,?".*''°  **'  "'*  J"*"  to-night! " 
Not    die  whispered.    "lean',.    You  mustn't 
»*  me.    I  promise  you  I  won't  do  it  again.    I 
don^  want  to  go  away  leaving  you  thinktag  bad 

«t  an,  he  said,  looking  at  her  with  the  stem  eyes 
of  a  young  ascetic.  ^ 

„Jw*  'r*  y  *"'"  **«  '^^  by  side,  and 
neither  qwke  For  over  a  year  Dan  had  beei  like 
one  Standing  , tin  on  the  banks  of  a  muddy^eT 
h..  eye,  blmded  to  all  but  the  shining  goa/oS,' 
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while  Nance  was  like  one  who  plunges  headlong 
into  the  current,  often  losing  sight  of  the  goal  alto- 
gether, but  now  and  again  catching  glimpses  of  it 
that  sent  her  stumbling,  fighting,  falling  forward. 

At  the  sound  of  voices  below  they  both  scrambled 
to  their  feet.  Dr.  Adair  and  the  man  from  the 
yards  came  hurriedly  up  the  steps  together,  the 
former  drawing  off  his  gloves  as  he  came.  He  was 
a  compact,  elderly  man  whose  keen  observant  eyes 
swept  the  room  and  its  occupants  at  a  glance.  He 
listened  to  Nance's  broken  recital  of  what  had  hap- 
pened, cut  her  short  when  he  had  obtained  the  main 
facts,  and  proceeded  to  examine  the  patient 

"  The  worst  injury  is  evidently  to  the  right  arm 
and  shoulder;  you  '11  have  to  help  me  get  his  shirt 
off.    No  —  not  that  way!" 

Dan's  hands,  so  eager  to  serve,  so  awkward  in  the 
service,  fumbled  over  their  task,  eliciting  a  groan 
from  the  unconscious  man. 

**  Let  me  do  it! "  cried  Nance,  springing  forward. 
"  You  hold  him  up,  Dan,  I  can  get  it  off." 

"It's  a  nasty  job,"  warned  the  doctor,  with  a 
mistrustful  glance  at  the  youthful,  tear-stained  face. 
"  It  may  make  you  sick." 

"What  if  it  does?"  demanded  Nance,  impa- 
tiently. 

It  was  a  long  and  distressing  proceeding,  and 
Dan  tried  not  to  look  at  her  as  she  bent  in  absorbed 
detachment  over  her  work.    But  her  steady  finger- 
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touch,  and  her  anUcipation  of  the  doctor's  needs 
ainazed  him.  It  recaUed  the  day  at  the  factoiy. 
when  she,  little  more  than  a  child  herself,  had 
dressed  the  wounds  of  the  carrying-in  boy.  Once 
she  grew  suddenly  white  and  had  to  hurry  to  the 
door  and  let  the  wind  blow  in  her  face.  He  started 
up  to  follow  her,  but  changed  his  mind.  Instead 
he  protested  with  unnecessary  vehemence  against 

u  !?T"*^  **  '^°^^'  ^"*  «^«  wo«J<J  not  heed  him. 
•niat  8  right!"  said  the  do  tor,  approvingly. 

Stick  It  out  this  time  and  next  time  h  will  not 
make  you  sick.  Our  next  move  is  to  get  him  home. 
Where  does  he  live?" 

"In  Calvary  Alley,"  said  Dan.  "back  of  the 
cathedral." 

"  Very  good,"  said  the  doctor,  "  I  'U  run  him 
around  there  in  my  machine  as  soon  as  that  last 
hypodermic  takes  effect    Any  family  ?  " 

Dan  shook  his  head. 

failiM"^'    *«>'"    «-»«d    Nance.    "We're   his 

The  doctor  shot  an  amused  glance  at  her  over 
his  glasses;  then  he  laid  a  kindly  hand  on  her 
snoulder. 

"I  congratulate  him  on  this  part  of  it.  You 
make  a  first  class  little  nurse." 

''Is  he  going  to  get  well?"  Nance  demanded. 
It  is  too  early  to  say,  my  dear.    We  will  hope 
for  the  best    I  will  have  one  of  the  doctors  come 
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out  from  the  hospital  every  day  to  lee  him,  tmt 
everything  will  depend  on  the  nuning." 

Nance  cast  a  despairing  look  at  the  bandaged 
figure  on  the  floor;  then  she  shot  a  look  of  entreaty 
at  Dan.  One  showed  as  little  response  to  her  ap- 
peal as  the  other.  For  a  moment  she  stood  irreso- 
lute; then  she  slipped  out  of  the  room  and  closed 
the  door  behind  her. 

For  a  moment  Dan  did  not  miss  her.  When 
he  did,  he  left  Dr.  Adair  in  the  middle  of  a  sentence 
and  went  plunging  down  the  steps  in  hot  pursuit. 

«  r  ^*?"' "  ***  **"***'  »P^^>n«  through  the  mud. 
Are  n't  you  going  to  say  good-by  ?  " 

She  wheeled  on  him  furiously,  a  wild,  dishevelled, 
httle  figure,  strung  to  the  breaking  point: 

"No!"  she  cried,  "I  am  not  going  to  say 
good-by  I  Do  you  suppose  I  could  go  away  with 
you  acting  like  that?  And  who  is  there  to  nurse 
Uncle  Jed,  I'd  like  to  know,  but  me?  But  I  want 
to  teU  you  right  now,  Dan  Uwis,  if  ever  another 
chance  comes  to  get  out  of  that  alley,  I  'm  going  to 
take  it,  and  there  can't  anybody  in  the  world  stop 
me!"  '^ 
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DON  T  take  no  stock  in  heaven  havin'  streets 
of  gold,    said  Mrs.  Snawdor.    "  It  '11  be  just 

i^A^^'^^'^T"*^'""-    You  need  n't  teU  me 
ifthere  s  aU  that  finery  in  heaven,  they  won't  keep 

special  angels  to  do  the  dirty  work  I" 

.J^^i  ^      '^'^^'  ''"'*  '^™**""«  ^°^  the 
stairs  of  Nuu  ^      One.  not  a.  a  matter  of  cleanli- 

ness,  but  for  the  social  heneht  to  be  derived  there- 
from. It  was  a  Sunday  morning  institution  with 
them  and  served  quite  the  same  purpose  that 
church-gomg  does  for  certain  hwUes  in  a  more  ex- 
alted  sphere. 

a  iiX^'^wl  ®^"*  '•  *™!'"  ^^  ^"-  ^'"•^ts,  with 
a  sigh  Where  it  says  there  ain't  no  manyin'  nor 
givin'  m  marriage." 

right,  Mrs.  Snawdor  said  with  the  conviction  of 
experience.  "  As  fer  me,  I  ain't  hesitatin'  to  say  I 
luce  the  second-handed  ones  best." 

"  I  suppose  they  are  better  broke  in.    But  no 
oth«.^woman  but  me  w. ..i   'a'  looked  at   Mr. 
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"  You  can't  tell,"  said  Mrs.  Snawdor.  "  Think 
of  me  takm'  Snawdor  after  bein'  used  to  Yager  an' 
MoUoyl  Why,  if  you'll  believe  me,  Mr.  Burks, 
lyin  there  in  bed  fer  four  months  now,  takes  more 
of  a  hand  in  helpin'  with  the  childem  than  Snawdor, 
who 's  up  an'  around." 

"  Kin  he  handle  hisself  any  better?  Mr.  Burks 
I  mean.**  * 

"  Improvin'  right  along.  Nance  has  got  him  to 
workm*  on  ^  patent  now.  It 's  got  somethin'  to  do 
with  a  engme  switch.  Wisht  you  could  see  the 
rai  road  yards  she 's  rigged  up  on  his  bed.  The 
childem  are  plumb  crazy  'bout  it." 

u  t'i^T*"  '^  ^"'"'  ^"^^"^  P'**">^'"  M"-  Smelts  said. 

I  kinder  lowed  Dan  Lewis  an'  her  'd  be  makin'  a 
match  before  this.'* 

Mrs.  Si^awdor  gathered  her  skirts  higher  about 
her  ankles  and  transferred  her  base  of  operations 
to  a  lower  step. 

"  You  can't  teU  nothin'  at  all  'bout  that  girL  She 
was  bom  with  the  bit  'tween  her  teeth,  an'  she  keeps 
It  there.  No  more  'n  you  git  her  goin'  in  one  di- 
rection than  ^e  turns  up  a  aUey  on  you.  It's 
night  school  now.  There  ain't  a  spare  minute  she 
amt  pcckin'  on  that  ole  piece  of  a  type-writer  Ike 
Lavmski  loaned  her." 

"  She  *s  got  a  awful  lot  of  energy."  sighed  Mrs. 
Smelts. 

"Energy!    Why  it's  somethin' fierce  I    She  ain't 
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intent  to  let  nothin' stay  the  way  it  is.  Wears  the 
childem  plumb  out  washin'  'em  an'  leamin'  'em 
essons.  an'  harpin'  on  their  nuumers.    1™^  Z 

Lr  '^^.  ^ "  ^  ^"""^  j-  *^'  •»*«»  ^e  goes 

behind  the  door  to  Wow  his  nose  I " 

iJ'" '"  l,",r'°l.'^*  *•*  "■'  8°  °«  with  them '  Fol- 
hes,     said  Mrs.  Smelts.    "  Birdie  tost'her  job  over 

hvm  on.  The  last  I  heaM  of  her  she  was  sick  an- 
stranded  up  i„  Cim:innati,  an'  me  without  ^  muTh 
^  a  dollar  biU  to  send  her. "    And  M^Smdt 

up  to  the  luxury  of  tears. 

At  this  mranent  a  door  on  the  third  floor  baneed 
and  Nance  MoUoy,  a  white  figure  against  her^m^ 
surroundmgs.  picked  her  way  gingerly  dow^  Se 
s^^ppeors.,^.  Her  cheap,  cotton  skirt  had  ^S 
the  proper  flare,  and  her  taUor-made  shirtwaist  ^l 

z?Jt  '^r'^  '^"'"«'°-  °f  °»« who  cr 

f«ms  m  hne,  if  not  in  material,  to  the  mode  of  the 

"  Ain't  she  the  daisy?  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Snawdor, 
p.ly,  ana  even  Mrs.  Smelts  dried  her  eyes,  the  Z- 
ter  to  appreciate  Nance's  gala  attire. 

"  We  're  too  sweU  to  be  Methodist  any  loneerl "    ' 

"You  ain't  ever  got  the  nerve  to  be  goin'  over 
to  the  cathedral,"  Mrs.  Smelts  asked  increduloud" 
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"Sure,  why  not?"  said  Nance,  giving  her  hat 
a  more  sophisticated  tilt  "  Salvation 's  as  free 
there  as  it  is  anywhere." 

It  was  not  salvation,  however,  that  was  concern- 
ing Nance  Molloy  as  she  took  her  way  jauntily  out 
of  the  aUey  and,  circling  the  square,  joined  the 
throng  of  weU-dre.  ^^^  men  and  women  ascending 
t/ie  broad  steps  of  the  cathedral. 

From  that  day  when  she  had  found  herself  back 
in  the  alley,' like  a  bit  of  driftwood  that  for  a  brief 
space  is  whirled  out  of  its  stagnant  pool,  only  to 
be  cast  back  again,  she  had  planned  ceaselessly  for  a 

n^'  ^^''l?^;    ^"""«^  ^  ^'''  *«^»We  weeks 
of  Uncle  Jed  s  illness,  her  thoughts  flew  for  relief 
sometimes  tr  Dan,  sometimes  to  Mac.    And  Dan 
answered  her  silent  appeal  in  person,  coming  daily 
with  his  clumsy  hands  full  of  necessities,  his  strong 
arms  ready  to  lift,  his  slow  speech  quickened  to 
words  of  hope  and  cheer.    Mac  came  only  in 
dre^is,  with  gay,  careless  eyes  and  empty,  useless 
'  hands,  and  lips  that  asked  more  than  they  gave 
Yet  It  was  around  Mac's  shining  head  that  the  halo 
of  romance  oftenest  hovered. 

It  was  not  until  Uncle  Jed  grew  better,  and  Dan's 
visits  ceased,  that  Nance  realized  what  they  had 
meant  to  her.  To  be  sure  her  efforts  to  restore 
things  to  their  old  familiar  footing  had  been  fruit- 
less, for  Dan  refused  stubbornly  to  overlook  the 
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ters.  "CTseit,  refused  to  explain  mat- 

.•ng^"S*T:^'°"'  'T  '^  """■throb,,  and  dur- 

o«^«  .0  w  .Hots  Kr^j^s;  "orrit' 

of  her  way  on  Ae  dian.^  ^'„t  *„7^"*"»  °« 
from  the  factory,  and  c  n,W  "^  ^ '"""S 
watched  the  cath«lr=r!,  \,  "^  *"''  8°'"8'  she 
there.  "''  "'°"<'«"n8  if  Mac  stiU  sang 

One  Simday,  toward  the  dose  c'  sum™-.     ,. 
foUowed  a  daring  impulse,  and  we^I  ,~''  *« 
"ng  service.    She  sat  in  o^-^f  I  *  "°™- 

held  her  breath  as  a."  '        """  '*"'  ""' 

m«  and  boyTSed\^th'';rr^L"^r°^ 
not  amone  them  anH  oi.  *^  ^^'^^^  was 

pointment'::;r;r^,^'.?rc:;:?;^'^''°'*-p- 

O..  second  thought  she  d^tde^^'^S  "evT  " 
the  old  days  when  <:hA  i,«^   *  i      •      ^'    ^^*"  "^ 

.0  .ooic  f^r  ::i"st^  r  rirsh/h^r 

acute.yawareof".hepretUes.'-Tuit'^'„^ 
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attended  a  service,  or  seen  the  tapers  lighted,  and  the 
vast,  cool  building,  with  its  flickering  lights  and  dis- 
turbing music,  impressed  her  profoundly. 

Presently  she  began  to  make  discoveries:  the 
meek  apologetic  person  tip-toeing  about  lowering 
wmdows  was  no  other  than  the  pompous  and  lordly 
Mason  who  had  so  often  loomed  over  b-  as  an 
avengmg  deity.    In  the  bishop,  clad  in  stately  robes 
performmg  mysterious  rites  before  the  altar,  she 
recognized  '  the  funny  old  guy  "  with  the  bald  head 
with  whom  she  had  compared  breakfast  menus  on  a 
historical  day  at  the  graded  school. 

So  absorbed  was  she  in  these  revelations  that  she 
did  not  notice  that  she  was  sitting  down  while  every- 
body else  was  standing  up.  until  a  small  black  book 
was  thrust  over  her  shoulder  and  a  white-gloved 
finger  pointed  to  the  top  of  the  page.    She  rose 
hastily  and  tried  to  follow  the  service.    It  seemed 
that  the  bishop  was  reading  something  which  the 
people  all  around  her  were  beseeching  the  Lord  to 
hear.    She  did  n't  wonder  that  the  Lord  had  to  be 
begged  to  listen.    She  was  n't  going  to  listen ;  that 
was  one  thing  certain. 

Then  the  organ  pealed  forth,  and  voices  caught  up 
the  murmuring  words  and  lifted  them  and  her  with 
them  to  the  great  arched  ceiling.  As  long  as  the 
music  lasted,  she  sat  speU-bound.  but  when  the 
bishop  began  t-  ad  again,  this  time  from  a  book 
resting  on  the  out-stretched  wings  of  a  big  brass 
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bird,  her  cttention  wandered  t«  a- 

glass  window  above  thTal^    rt  ^'^  «^'"«' 

it  was  as  familiar  to  htTL  ^   "'"'*  "*  °^ 

Jack's  Mioon.    From  the  all«  ^      *"  """  ^""P 

of  the  mv«f^rJ-o  ^r  L  *^^^  "lat  tod  been  one 
looC  Z^/l^J^^'^'^-  Now  as  she 
Mies  i,^  ttS^'^JS  ^V^»«  angels  with 

spelled  "  God  is  Zvl"'  ^"^  *«  '""ide. 

court  instead  of  wridl  H  ^^^^'"V"  ^^"  J"^«»«« 
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her  and  languidly  kndt  in  prayer.    Nance's  atten- 
tioa  promptly  leaped  from  moral  philosophy  to 
clothes.    Her  quick  eyes  made  instant  appraisal  6f 
the  lady's  dainty  costume,  then  rested  in  startled 
surprise  on  her  lowered  profUe.    The  straight  deli- 
cate  features,  slightly  foreign,  the  fair  hair  rippling 
from  the  neck,  were  disconcertingly  familiar.    But 
when  Nance  saw  her  full  face,  with  the  petulant 
mwitii  and  wrinkled  brow,  the  impression  vanished. 
After  a  long  time  the  service  came  to  an  end,  and 
just  as  Nance  was  waiting  to  pass  out,  she  heard 
sorae  one  say: 

r^'7^*"„?°  ^°"  ^''P^  y°"^  ^  h«ne.  Mrs. 
Uarke?    We  miss  him  in  the  choir." 

And  the  fair-haired  lady  in  front  of  her  looked 
up  and  smiled,  and  aU  her  wrinkles  vanished  as  she 
said: 

"  We  expect  him  home  before  next  Sunday,  if 
the  naughty  boy  does  n't  disappoint  us  again ! " 

Nance  waited  to  hear  no  more,  but  fled  icio  the 
««ilight  and  around  the  comer,  hugging  her  secret 
She  was  not  going  to  let  Mr.  Mac  see  her,  she  as- 
sured herself;  she  was  just  going  to  see  him,  and 
hear  him  sing. 

When  the  next  Sunday  morning  came,  it  found 
her  once  more  hurrying  up  the  broad  steps  of  the 
cathedral.  She  was  just  in  time,  for  as  she  slipped 
mto  a  vacant  pew.  the  notes  of  the  organ  began  to 
sweU,  and  from  a  side  door  came  the  procession 
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of  dioir  boys,  headed  by  Mac  Clarke  carrying  a 
great  cross  of  gold.  ^^tyiug  a 

in  l^n^^  "-^  «'«'«»«« I»ck  of  A.  man 

ZTJ!,      :  "^^  **  P™«»i<»  move Z^ 

^JT^;*^  "*  *^  "«"'«»  o*  th.  choir  ffle 

S^r,?^    f*«  »»<•  no  inte«,r„ow  in  Se 

Sl^"  *^  "«*"^  "P*"  «'  ">Ptic  in! 
"nptions.    Throughout  the  long  service  lier  at.™ 

u«  ZhT?  °"  '^  •«"''»»'•  ""^^^^^ 
ure  which  sat  in  a  posture  of  bored  resimatim 

w«nng  ^  expres^on  of  Christian  na«^  ™' 
VV^  the  recessional  sounded,  she  rose  with  the 

K^  B^;i*  •  "*" '»  '«»«•  But  when  she 
aora  fte  chancel  steps  at  the  head  of  the  sinnW 
p™^»  something  made  her  move  sudd^f 

that  streamed  au-oagh  the  great  west  window. 
Jfac  with  h.s  foot  on  the  lowest  step,  paused  for 

Nance  hurried  away  before  the  benediction     She 

^tedly.  And  yet.  how  wonderful  it  had  been! 
Sought  over  the  heads  of  the  congn^g^fon  for 
4«r  q«  to  meet  like  that,  and  for  hLS  ZJZ 
ber  as  she  was  remembering!  ^^ 
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For  three  weeks  she  kept  her  promise  and  reso- 
lutely sUyed  away  from  the  cathedral    One  would 
have  to  be  "  goin'  on  nineteen  "  and  live  in  Calvary 
Alley  to  realize  the  heroic  nature  of  her  moral  strug- 
gle.   Victory  might  have  been  hers  in  the  end,  had 
not  Dan  Lewis  for  the  first  time  in  years,  failed  one 
Saturday  to  spend  his  half-hdiday  with  her.    He 
had  come  of  late,  somber  and  grimly  determined  to 
give  her  no  peace  untU  he  knew  the  truth.    But 
Dan,  even  in  that  mood,  was  infinitely  better  than 
no  Dan  at  all.    When  he  sent  her  word  that  he 
was  going  with  some  of  the  men  from  the  factory 
up  the  river  for  a  swim,  she  gave  her  shoulders  a 
defiant  shrug,  and  set  to  work  to  launder  her  one 
white  dress  and  stove-polish  her  hat,  with  the 
pleasing  results  we  have  already  witnessed  through 
the  eyes  of  Mrs.  Snawdor  and  Mrs.  Smelts. 

There  is  no  place  where  a  flirtation  takes  quicker 
root  or  matures  more  rapidly  than  in  ecclesiastical 
soil.  From  the  moment  Nance  entered  the  ca- 
thedral on  that  third  Sunday,  she  and  Mac  were  as 
acutely  aware  of  each  other's  every  move  as  if  they 
had  been  alone  together  in  the  garden  of  Eden. 
At  first  she  tried  to  avert  her  eyes,  trieci  not  to  see 
his  insistent  efforts  to  attract  her  attention,  affected 
not  to  know  that  he  was  singing  to  her,  and  watch- 
ing her  with  impatient  delight 

Then  the  surging  notes  of  the  organ  died  away, 
the  bishop  ascended  the  pulpit,  and  the  congregition 
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„^^  ^ 

■•wd  down  to  hear  the  £^rm»«     r? 

who  the  choiV.  back^  ,^L^^^  *  ■"»■"« 
tion.  d>e  dipped  „^J^"  ^7^^  '^  ""«^- 
*"  flying  dwnAe^i  °'  •?•  "*«^  "d 

«lf  fi^f"-  'i^'"  *»  "'^■'"•d.  planting  him 
self  firmly  in  her  way.    "  I  Ve  hMn  ^iT^  ^ 

dog  for  M.C  for  tiiee  Su^y^  S^'"*  *«*- 
doing  in  town?"  '™"y'-    What  are  you 

"In  town?" 

•  fS-  'J»tt7°"  ""« «»  *e  road  with  a.. 
"Y^-    ^T?*d  yon  get  back?" 

«idN.n^:^^':f^r:jSttri^"'°'" 

to  go  home."  °y-    ^  v«  «ot 

"I  II  go  with  you.    Where  do  you  live?" 
Under  my  hat"  «  "ver 

™«^efe.t  herself  bUinr«;tS'e'"^i 
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"  Honest,  Mr.  Monte,  I  got  to  go  on/'  iht  said 
•ppetUngly.    "  I 'm  in  no  end  of  a  huny." 

"  I  can  go  as  fast  as  you  can,"  said  Monte,  his 
cane  tapping  each  step  as  he  tripped  briskly  down 
beside  her.  "  I  've  got  my  orders  from  Mac.  I  'm 
to  sUy  with  you,  if  you  won't  sUy  with  me.  Which 
way?" 

In  consternation  for  fear  the  congregation  should 
be  dismissed  before  she  could  get  away,  and  de- 
termined not  to  let  him  know  where  she  lived,  she 
jumped  aboard  a  passing  car. 

"  So  be  it! "  said  her  plump  companion,  settling 
himself  comforUbly  on  the  back  seat  beside  her. 
"  Now  tell  your  Uncle  Monte  all  about  itl " 

"  There 's  nothing  to  teUI"  declared  Nance,  wJi 
the  blush  coming  back.  She  was  finding  it  dis- 
tinctly agreeable  to  be  out  alone  like  this  with  a 
grandly  sophisticated  young  gentleman  who  wore 
a  lij^t  linen  suit  with  shoes  to  match,  and  whose 
sole  interest  seemed  to  center  upon  her  and  her 
affairs. 

**  But  you  know  there  is  1 "  he  persisted.  "  What 
made  you  give  us  the  shake  that  night  of  the  ball  ?  " 

Nance  refused  to  say ;  so  he  changed  the  subject. 

"How's  Miss  Birdie?" 

"  Give  it  up.     Have  n't  seen  her  since  you  have." 

"  What  ?  Did  n't  you  go  on  with  the  show  that 
next  morning?" 

"  No." 
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apx 

She  nodded,  and  her  companion  nve  a  low  i„ 
credulous  whistle.  *^         ^'  "*" 

hJ'n'J'^  ?!!.°''  •""  ^'"'«' "  »i<"  Monte.    ••  He 

'«>^wdl,.,  mipauence  for  an  interview. 

wl*^7a'r,'?°*^*°*'"«»*«' Monte.    "We 
were  all  a  bit  lit  up  that  ni^t  at  the  ball" 

te2  it^jl  *'"^'  ""'  °"*  8la«  of  beer,  and  you 
n>   ,,    ^'»««y°"f  old  fizz-water  I" 

to  o„«       "*^  "  "P  *'*  **»«•    H« '»  goine  back 
to  college  next  month,  and  he 's  wild  to  sTy^  " 
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"Tdl  him  I  haven't  got  tune.  TeU  him  I'm 
ttudjring  instrumental/' 

Nance  was  fencing  for  time.  Her  cool,  keen  in- 
difference gave  little  indication  of  the  turmoil  that 
was  going  on  within.  If  she  could  manage  to  see 
Mac  without  letting  him  know  where  she  lived, 
without  Dan's  finding  it  out  — 

The  car  compassed  the  loop  and  started  on  the 
return  trip. 

"  Where  do  we  get  off  ?  "  asked  Monte. 

" I'm  no<  getting  off  anywhere  until  after  you 
da" 

" I've  got  lots  of  nickeU." 

"  I  've  got  lots  of  time  t "  returned  Nance,  regard- 
less of  her  former  haste. 

At  Cathedral  Square,  Monte  rang  the  bell. 

"  Have  it  your  own  way,"  he  said  good-naturedly. 
**  But  do  send  a  message  to  Ma&" 

Nance  let  him  get  off  the  back  platform;  then 
she  put  her  head  out  of  the  window. 

"  You  teU  him,"  she  called,  "that  he  can't  kiU 
two  birds  with  one  stone! " 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

»ACK  AT  CUUIKE'f 

'T'HE  promotion  of  Uncle  Jrtlro^  a.,  bri  to 
o^n.'JT'  "'."?*«•  «»««l>»  •bout  two  im- 
P«rt«"t  cton„»  m  the  houie  of  Sn.wdor.  First 
»Jm^  p^-c  «™ed  by  the  withdnw.,  of  iS 
"«^  monjy.  ^  «cond.  ,  lightening  ot 
Nmce.  home  duties  that  sent  her  once  more  into 
the  world  to  seek  a  Bving. 

Zftf^-^,  "^^  °PP°^"y  *>'  present^ 
«lf  toy  dirKtly  in  the  path  of  t«npt.tion.    A  few 

^  Jfter  her  mterview  with  iZle  Pearc^^ 

2^-toherwrth  «,  offer  to  do  some  office  w;rlc.t 
tte  bottle  f^toiy.    The  reguhr  stenographer  wm 

the  month  of  September. 

"Why.  I  ajoaght  you 'd  be  keen  .bout  it,"  niid 
D«n,  "utprised  at  her  hesitation 

-Oil    I'dlikeitaUri^t,  but-" 

Mr.  Clarke's  not  as  fierce  as  he  lodes-  he'rtu. 
you  go  a  bit  slow  at  fim."  « '«*>.  he  d  let 

"HewouMn'thavetol    I  bet  I 've  got  as  much 
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speed  now  as  the  girl  he 's  had.  It 's  not  the  work." 
'•  I  know  how  you  feel  about  the  factory,"  said 
Dan,  "  and  I  would  n't  want  you  to  go  back  in  the 
finishing  room.  The  office  is  different.  You  take 
my  word  for  it;  it 's  as  nice  a  place  as  you  could 
find." 

They  were  standing  on  the  doorless  threshold  of 
Number  One,  under  the  fan-shaped  arch  through 
which  the  light  had  failed  to  shine  for  twenty  years. 
From  the  room  on  the  left  came  the  squeak  of  Mr. 
Demry's  fiddle  and  the  sound  of  pattering  feet, 
synchronizing  oddly  with  the  lugubrious  hymn  in 
which  Mrs.  Smelts,  in  the  room  opposite,  was  giving 
vent  to  her  melancholy. 

Nance,  eager  for  her  chance,  yearning  for  finan- 
cial independence,  obsessed  by  the  desire  to  escape 
from  the  dirt  and  disorder  and  confusion  about  her, 
still  hesitated. 

"  If  you  're  afraid  I  'm  going  to  worry  you,"  said 
Dan,  fumbling  with  his  cap,  "  I  can  keep  out  of  your 
way  all  right." 

In  an  instant  her  impulsive  hand  was  on  his 
arm. 

"You  shut  up,  Dan  Lewis!"  she  said  sharply. 
"  What  makes  me  want  to  take  the  job  most  is  our 
coming  home  together  every  night  like  we  used  to." 

Dan's  eyes,  averted  until  ncv/,  lifted  with  sud- 
den hope. 

'  But  I  got  a  good  reason  for  not  coming,"  she 
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went  on  st.  bbomly.  "It  hasn't  got  anything  to 
dc  with  yo  i  or  the  work."  /    "g  ro 

'  Ciii't  you  tell  me,  Nance?** 

.J^Ju^^u'  f  ^^^^^  out  of  his  face  as  she 
shook  her  head.  He  looked  down  the  aUey  for  a 
moment;  then  he  turned  toward  her  with  deci- 

"See  here,  Nance,"  he  said  earnestly,  "I  don't 
know  what  your  reason  is,  but  I  know  that  this  is 
one  chance  m  a  hundred.    I  want  you  to  take  this 
job.    If  I  come  by  for  you  to-morrow  mominir 
will  you  be  ready  ?  "  wnmg. 

Still  she  hesitated. 

J^AU  nghtl"  she  said  «cklessly,  "have  it  your 

The  first  day  in  Mr.  Qarke's  office  was  one  of 
high  tension.  Added  to  the  trepidation  of  puttine 
her  newly  acquired  business  knowledge  to  a  prac- 
tiad  test,  was  the  much  more  disturbing  possibility 
ftat  at  any  moment  Mac  might  happen  upon  tte 
»cene.    Just  what  she  was  going  to  do  and  say  in 

she  heard  the  door  open  cautiously,  she  was  afraid 
X^J^'IJ.'^-    ^^  *«*<•■  »"TH«  took  the 
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"Why,  Mrs.  Smelts  I"  she  cried.  "What  on 
earth  are  you  doing  here?  ** 

Birdie's  mother,  faded  and  anxious,  and  looking 
unfanuHar  in  bonnet  and  cape,  was  evidentiy  em- 
barrassed by  Nance's  unexpected  presence. 

"  He  jent  for  me,"  she  said,  nervously,  twitching 
at  the  fringe  on  her  cape.  "  I  wrote  to  his  wife, 
but  he  sent  word  fer  rae  to  come  here  an'  see  him  at 
ten  o'clock.    Is  it  ten  yet?" 

"Mr.  Qarke  sent  for  youf'*  Nance  began  in- 
credulously ;  tjien  remembering  that  a  stenographer's 
first  business  is  to  attend  to  her  own,  she  crossed 
the  room  with  quite  a  professional  manner  and 
tapped  lightly  on  the  door  of  the  inner  office. 

For  half  an  hour  the  usually  inaccessible  presi- 
dent of  the  bottle  factory  and  the  scrub  woman  from 
Calvary  Alley  held  mysterious  conclave;  then  the 
door  opened  again,  and  Mrs.  Smelts  melted  into  the 
outer  passage  as  silently  as  she  had  come. 

Nance,  while  frankly  curious,  had  little  time  to 
indulge  in  idle  surmise.  All  her  faculties  were 
bent  on  mastering  the  big  modem  type-writer  that 
presented  such  different  problems  from  the  ancient 
machine  on  which  she  had  pounded  out  her  lessons. 
She  didn't  like  this  sensitive,  temperamental  affair 
that  went  off  half-cocked  at  her  slightest  touch,  and 
did  things  on  its  own  account  that  she  was  in  the 
habit  of  doing  herself. 
Her  first  dictation  left  her  numb  with  terror. 
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She  heard  Mr.  Clarke  repeating  with  hghtning 
rapidity  phrases  which  she  scarcely  comprehended : 

iincloie  check  for  amount  agreed  upon."  "Mat- 
ter settled  once  and  for  all."  « Any  further  an- 
noyance  to  be  punished  to  full  extent  of  the  law  " 

"Shall  I  address  an  envelope?"  she  asiced. 
glancmg  at  the  "  Dear  Madam  "  at  the  top  of  the 
page.  ^ 

^' No/'  said  Mr.  Clarke,  sharply,  « I  'H  attend  to 

Other  letters  followed,  and  she  was  soon  taking 
them  wiA  considerable  speed.  When  mistakes  oct 
curred  they  could  usually  be  attribiited  to  the 
^ded  school  which,  during  its  brief  chance  at 
Wance,  had  been  more  concerned  in  teaching  her 
Ae  names  and  the  lengths  of  the  rivers  of  South 
America  than  in  teaching  her  spelling. 

*^  ^  u°°°  ^"""^  ^^'  ^***^*  ^«P*rted,  and  she 
stood  by  the  wmdow  eating  her  lunch  and  watching 
the  men  at  work  on  the  new  wing.    The  old  fin- 
ishmg  room  was  a  thing  of  the  past,  and  Dan's 
dream  of  a  light,  weU-ventilated  workroom  for  the 
girls  was  already  taking  definite  form.    She  could 
see  hmi  now  in  the  yard  below,  a  blue-print  in  his 
hand,  explainmg  to  a  group  of  workmen  some  de- 
tail  of  the  new  building.    One  old  glass-blower, 
peenng  at  the  plan  through  heavy,  steel-rimmed 
spectacles,  had  his  arm  across  Dan's  shoulder. 
Nance  smiled  tenderly.    Dear  Dan!    Everybody 
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liked  him  -  even  those  older  men  from  the  furnace- 

She  leaned  forward  rnipuUively  and  called  to  him. 

Danny  I 'she  cried,  "here -3  an  apple.    CatchI" 

He  caught  It  dexterously  in  hU  left  hand,  gave 

£^.„'.,r    .  "^  ^*°  *""  l^^^y  <»  "'*  the 
SX  wiS.   '''""  ''"^  ""  *^«'  '-' 

ae  was  gettmg  used  to  Mr.  Clarke's  quick,  nervous 
^  and  abrupt  mamier.  She  was  beginning  to 
ftink  in  sentences  mstead  of  words.  AU  was  going 
fM»oudy  „hen  a  quick  step  sounded  in  the  passagi 
without,  foUowed  by  a  gaily  whistled  tune,  and  the 

«  "'^*.  •*'  *~'  ^'""^  ^"  «»s  flung  open. 

Mr.  Clarke  went  steadily  on  with  hi,  dictation, 
but  the  new  stenographer  ceased  to  follow.  With 
n^H  *'t^.,'"i^P'  «"'«l't  between  her  teeth,  she 
nade  futUe  efforts  to  catch  up,  but  she  only  suc- 
ceeded in  making  matters  worse. 

"That  wiU  do  for  this  afternoon,"  said  Mr 
o^'h^;  rrf  ^"  ""*""'»•    "Make  a  dear  copy 

«vJ^  «'"■".'*"'■  '"'•  8'"«*  °^«'  hi,  shoulder. 

Well,  Macl  he  said,  "  I  've  waited  for  you  just 
one  hour  and  thirty-five  minutes  " 

'•Dwdsony.Dad.  Did  n't  know  it  was  so  late." 
«>d  the  newcomer,  blithely.  "  How  long  before 
you  are  going  home?  " 
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''Ten  minutes.  I  Vc  got  to  go  over  to  the  new 
buildmg  first.  Don't  go  unUl  I  return.  T^ere^ 
something  I  want  to  see  you  about " 

nuf^T  ^T^  "^^  ^"^^  ^°«^  ^  Mr.  Qarlce  went 

^If'  .It  i     r''^  ^"  *  ''^™°''  ^^^  trepidation, 
half  glee,  for  Mac  to  recognize  her.    He  was  mov 

mg  about  restlessly,  first  in  one  office,  then  inTe 
other,  and  she  could  feel  his  bright  inquisW  e^! 
LT  '^:,^ru'^ff-^nt  angles.  %ut 'she  kept  he 
face  averted  changing  her  position  as  he  changed 
ills.  Presently  he  came  to  a  halt  near  her  and  be- 
gan softly  to  whistle  the  litUe-bear  dance  from  the 

it/„!,"Tr^"^''-      She  smiled  before  she  knew 
It,  and  the  next  mstant  he  was  perched  on  the  cor- 

wh.t    I,  J  demanding  rapturously  to  know 

what  she  was  domg  there,  and  swearing  that  he 
had  recognized  her  the  moment  he  entered  the  room. 

l.ul^  ^"^  7 .  *"'^'  ^''  ^^'^"  «^«  ^"^P^ored  in 
laughing  confusion. 

a.iin''"T>^'^ii^°^    You  might  give  me  the  slip 

r^!l  \  r  "",!  ^"  ''^"""S^  ^^^  *°^n  for  you  and 
to  think  I  should  find  you  here!  " 

"  ^ook  outi »  warned  Nance.  "  You  're  upset- 
ting the  ink-bottle  I  **  ^ 

"What  do  I  care?  Gee.  this  is  luck  I  You  ought 
to  see  my  new  racer,  a  regular  peach  I  Will  you 
come  out  with  me  sometime?  " 

"  Will  you  let  me  run  it  ?  " 

'  I  'U  let  you  do  anything  you  like  with  anything 
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il^lfT^"/*  *^**^^*^  "^'^  »"<*  •'dor  ^  she 
laughed  and  regretted  it  the  next  moment 

Now  look  here,  Mr.  Mac! "  she  said,  severely. 

you  touch  me  again,  and  I  quit  to-night.    Seel'' 

,      illbegood.    I 'lido  anything  you  say  if  you '11 

just  stay  and  play  with  me."  "^"you  » 

'iS*^."?^^*    ^ 've  got  work  to  do." 

haventseen  you  for  four  months  that  I'm  not  go- 
ing  to  dami  my  inning  ?  **  * 

shlSl^";  ^  ''^*"*  '°  '""  ^^^  "«***  ^«^'"  «hc  said, 
what  I  say  about  your  behaving  yourself  " 

Mac  caught  the  end  of  the  pencil  and  held  it  while 
their  eyes  challenged  each  other. 

"So  be  iti "  he  said.    " I  promise  to  be  a  model 
of  discretion.    Nance  I  Ve  t»^  ma^  «»^  . 
Did  Monte  teU  yo^-''     ^^  ^  "««*  *^«t  X^u! 

hear     she  said  m  her  cool,  keen  way,  as  she  got 

^^^nfJ'^7''  *"  *  P^-  of^'safety.^' 
straightened  the  other  articles  on  the  desk 

You  wouldn't  be  so  down  on  a  fellow  if  vou 
^ew  how  hard  hit  I  am."  pe^isted  MaT    "  J^ 
smes.  I  m  m  for  an  awful  row  with  the  governor 
You  may  see  my  scalp  fly  past  the  window  in  te 
than  ten  minutes." 

"  What 's  the  row  about  ?  " 

"  Same  old  thing.    I  am  the  original  d««l^  for 
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fiPrtting  found  out."    Fnr  tUm  -^ 

gloomily  contemphw  .  s.^' '"T  "'  '  ""'r*  "^ 

Poocete,  and  began  to  whisUe. 

w.y,^^°T°'M  '°*  °"''"  '■«  •»'<"•    "  He  al. 
S™Tn.ou^;h'^r«"-'»v.n-t«Uda.ord 

A  «f^  ;«  *t.   L  «   *y*'^'ow.    Does  it  wash  off  ?  " 
r^i^Zt  ^Th^  f "«  "  °PP°»'«e  di- 

»".r  ofiice.  whVlts^ter  t»Tt ""  ""°  *' 
|a.«^P^re„„,,^,^,„/-;H™a„_. 

fo^^^'^^ti'This'T  "  t  °'''-''-  ^ 
^^       an  waiting  at  his  old  post  beside  the  gas- 

the  Srst  nigh.  „e  ^^3  hZf  toe^TT**' 
were  n't  mnch  more  than  a  IcM  v  u.  ^°" 
cap  with  8  tassel  to  fT^-?!,         Y°"  ""ad  on  a  red 

of  last  May     W™?M   ..^•'?  '''"  »8°  "»  t™* 
.™  "'y-     *yo^  n't  think  it,  would  you  f  " 

roinJrHtooXl"""'""''-    "''*'•  ^"^ 
Ste  shook  her  head  impatiently. 

.onJ:^ntm::;^„:irtk,B---wish 
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"  Stick  it  out  for  a  week,"  he  urged,  "  and  then 
if  you  want  to  stop,  I  won't  say  a  word." 

She  looked  up  at  him  quizzically  and  gave  a  short 
enigmatic  laugh.  ^ 

"  That 's  my  trouble,"  she  said,  "  if  I  stick  it  out 
for  a  week,  I  won't  be  wanting  to  quit! " 


CHAPTER  XXV 


I 
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MAC 

NANCE'S  prophecy  regarding  herself  was  more 
than  fulfiUed.  Whatever  scruples  had  as- 
sailed her  at  the  start  were  soon  overthrown  by  the 
on-rushing  course  of  events.  That  first  month  in 
Mr.  Clarke  s  office  proved  to  be  a  time  of  delightful 
madness.  There  were  daily  meetings  with  Mac  at 
the  noon  hour,  stolen  chats  on  street  comers,  thrill- 
ing suppers  with  him  and  Monte  at  queer  cafes,  and 
rides  after  dark  in  that  wonderful  racer  that  proved 
the  most  enticing  of  playthings. 

Dan  was  as  busy  as  Mac  was  idle ;  Mr.  Clarke  was 
gloomy  and  preoccupied;  Mrs.  Snawdor  was  in  bed 
when  Nance  left  home  in  the  morning,  and  gone 
to  work  when  she  returned  in  the  evening.  The 
days  flashed  by  in  a  glorious  succession  of  forbidden 
joys,  with  nobody  to  interrupt  the  furious  progress 
of  affairs. 

Half  of  her  sahry  Nance  gave  to  her  stepmother, 
and  the  other  half  she  spent  on  clothes.  She  bought 
with  taste  and  discrimination,  measuring  everything 
by  the  standard  set  up  by  her  old  idol.  Miss  Stanley 
at  Forest  Home.    The  result  was  that  she  soon  be- 
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gan  to  look  very  much  Uke  the  welMre^d  women 

•he  ran  at  full  tilt,  secure  in  the  belief  that  ah^  had 
m  conM  of  the  .ituation.  A,  tengrj^J^e 
«t.|fact.on  m  her  work,  d»  toU  heSilf,  „d  C 
^  "«"'••*«  could  go  and  come  a,  d,e  lik«l,  ^ 
nobody  would  be  the  worse  for  it 

She  did  not  realize  that  her  scoffing  disbelief  in 
Jfac.  avowals  «kJ  her  gay  indiffei^e  wm  tl^ 
very  thmg.  that  kept  him  at  fever  heat  H?™ 
n«  us«l  to  being  thwarted,  and  this  hightij^ 
^ttle  worfang-girl,  with  her  challenging  e;^^ 
modcmg  laugh,  who  h«l  never  heart  of  tite  pTcH 

^  ^  became  oSedT^'^rTC 
W*™  he  was  not  with  her.  he  devised  schemeTto 
r^md  to  of  him.  making  love  to  her  byt^„l 
down  foohsh.  whimsical  ways.    Wh«  it  w«  n«  " 
flowers  or  candv  it  wu  .  .^w—    V  ** 

laid  betweT^e  ^ 'f^  JjTT' '*"" 
-etimes  a  clever'TcalTf  tt^M^^ 
and  ai^y.  .t  was  love  notes  in  the  lining  of  her  tat' 
■>  h«  gteves,  in  her  pocket-book.  She  wasTf«^d 
to  ra.se  her  umbrella  for  fear  a  ram  of^er  n^^ 
s.ve,  would  descend  theref^m.  (^e  hTJ."  "he^ 
a  handsome  jeweled  bracelet  which  she  wo«  ^S^r 
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.  *""'     "*'  WM  a  question  Nance  was  h.™ 
".ne  to  .ak  bcruit  wi*  curious  mi^w"  '^"- 
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On  the  Saturday  before  Mac't  intended  departure, 
at  the  sat  at  her  desk  ruefuUy  facing  the  situaUon, 
he  rushed  into  the  office. 

"  Has  a  mean-looking  little  Jew  been  in  here  this 
morning?  "  he  demanded  breathlessly. 

"  Nobody 's  been  here,"  said  Nance. 

"Gloreel"  said  Mac,  collapsing  into  a  chair. 
"  He  gave  me  a  scare  I    Wonder  if  he  'phoned  I " 

"  Mr.  Clarke 's  been  out  all  morning.  These  are 
the  people  who  called  up." 

Mac  ran  hfs  eye  hurriedly  down  the  list  and  sighed 
with  relief.  Then  he  got  up  and  went  to  the  win- 
dow and  stood  restlessly  tapping  the  pane. 

"  I  've  a  good  notion  to  go  East  to-night,"  he  said, 
half  to  himself,  "  no  use  waiting  until  Monday." 

Nance  glanced  at  him  quickly. 

^'What's  up?  "she  asked. 

"Money,  as  usual,"  said  Mac  in  an  aggrieved 
tone.  "  Just  let  me  get  ready  to  leave  town,  and  fel- 
lows I  never  heard  of  turn  up  with  bills.  I  could 
stand  off  the  little  f eUows,  but  Meyers  is  making  no 
end  of  a  stew.  He  holds  a  note  of  mine  for  five 
hundred  and  sixty  dollars.  It  was  due  yesterday, 
and  he  swore  that  if  I  did  n't  smoke  up  by  noon  to- 
day, he  'd  come  to  the  governor." 

"  Won't  he  give  you  an  extension?  " 

"  He 's  given  me  two  already.  It 's  the  money  I 
lost  last  spring  at  the  races.  That 's  the  reason  I 
can't  get  it  out  of  the  governor.    It  looks  as  if  it 
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were  about  time  for  little  Willie  to  take  to  the  tall 
timbers." 

Nance  got  up  from  her  desk  and  joined  him  at 
the  window.  There  was  something  she  had  been 
burning  to  say  to  him  for  ten  days,  but  it  was  some- 
thing she  found  it  very  hard  to  say.  He  might  tell 
her  it  was  none  of  her  business;  he  mi|^  even  not 
like  her  any  more. 

"  See  here,  Mr.  Mac,"  she  said,  bracing  herself 
for  the  ordeal,  "did  it  ever  strike  you  that  you 
•pend  a  lot  of  money  that  don't  belong  to  you  ?  " 

"  It  '11  all  be  mine  some  day,"  said  Mac  reassur- 
ingly. "  If  the  governor  would  listen  to  mother, 
we  'd  never  have  these  financial  rackets.  She  knows 
that  it  takes  a  lot  for  a  fellow  to  live  right." 

"  It  takes  a  lot  more  for  him  to  live  wrong,"  said 
Nance,  stoutly.  "  You  get  a  whacking  big  allow- 
ance;  when  you  get  to  the  end  of  it,  why  don't  you 
do  like  some  of  the  rest  of  us  —  go  without  the 
things  you  can't  pay  for?  " 

"  I  am  going  to,"  said  Mac  as  if  the  idea  was  a 
new  one.  "  Once  I  get  squared  up,  you  bet  I  '11  stay 
so.  But  that  doesn't  help  me  out  of  this  mess. 
The  money  has  got  to  come  from  somewhere^  and  I 
tell  you  I  have  n't  got  a  soul " 

Nance  had  never  seen  him  so  perturbed.  He 
usually  approached  these  conflicts  with  his  father 
with  a  passing  grimace,  exhibited  sufficient  repent- 
ance to  get  what  he  wanted,  and  emerged  more 
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debonair  than  ever.  It  was  disturbing  to  see  him  so 
serious  and  preoccupied. 

"  I  bet  your  father  'd  help  you  if  he  thou^t  you  'd 
make  a  new  start,"  she  said. 

Mac  shook  his  head. 

"He  would  have  a  month  ago.  But  he's  got  it 
m  for  me  now.  He  believes  an  idiotic  story  that 
was  cocked  up  about  me,  and  he 's  just  waiting  for 
my  next  slip  to  spring  a  mine  on  me.  I  got  to  keep 
him  from  finding  out  until  I'm  gone:  that's  all 
there  is  to  iil" 

He  fumbled  in  his  pocket  f Of  a  match  and  instead 
drew  out  a  bank-note. 

"  By  George  I  here 's  a  lonesome  five-spot  I  did  n't 
know  I  had  I  I  believe  I  'U  play  it  on  the  races  and 
see  what  it  'U  do  for  me.    Maybe  it 's  a  mascot." 

His  momentary  depression  was  gone,  and  he  was 
eager  to  be  off.  But  Nance  stood  between  him  and 
the  door,  and  there  was  a  dangerous  light  in  her 
eyes. 

"Do  you  know,"  she  said,  "I'vea  good  mind  to 
tell  you  what  I  think  of  you? " 

He  caught  her  hand.  "Do,  Nancel  And  make 
It  nice.  It 's  going  to  be  no  end  of  a  grind  to  leave 
you.  Say  something  pretty  that  I  can  live  on  'til 
Christmas.  TeU  me  I  'm  the  sweetest  fellow  that 
ever  lived.  Go  on.  Make  love  to  me,  Nance  I " 
^^  "  I  think  you  are  a  short-sport  I "  she  burst  forth. 
"Any  fellow  that '11  go  on  making  debts  when  he 
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can't  pay  his  old  ones,  that  '11  get  things  in  a  muddle 
and  run  off  and  let  somebody  else  face  the  racket  is 
a  coward  — I  think—" 

"  Help!  Help!  *'  cried  Mac,  throwing  up  an  arm 
in  pretended  defense,  aiid  laughing  at  her  flashing 
eyes  and  blazmg  cheeks.  "  By  jinks,  I  don't  know 
whether  you  look  prettiest  when  you  are  mad  or 
when  you  are  glad.  If  you  don't  stop  this  minute 
I'll  have  to  kiss  you  I'* 

The  anger  in  Nance's  face  faded  into  exaspera- 
tion. She  felt  suddenly  hot  and  uncomfortable  and 
a  little  ashamed  of  her  violence.  She  had  neither 
offended  him  nor  humiliated  him;  she  had  simply 
amused  him.  Tears  of  chagrin  sprang  to  her  eyes, 
and  she  turned  away  abruptly. 

"  Nance  1"  Mac  demanded,  with  quick  concern, 
"you  surely  aren't  crying?  Why  the  very  idea! 
It  makes  me  perfectly  miserable  to  see  girls  cry. 
You  mustn't,  you  know.  Look  at  me,  Nance! 
Smile  at  me  this  minute! " 

But  Nance's  head  was  down  on  her  desk,  and  she 
was  past  smiling. 

"I'U  do  anything  you  say!"  cried  Mac,  drop- 
ping on  his  knees  beside  her.  "  I  'U  'fess  up  to  the 
governor.  I  '11  go  on  the  water-wagon.  I  '11  cut 
out  the  races;  I'U  be  a  regular  little  tin  god  if 
you  '11  only  promise  to  be  good  to  me." 

"Good  to  you  nothing!"  said  Nance,  savagely, 
lifting  a  tear-stained,  earnest  face.    "  What  right 
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have  I  got  to  be  anything  to  you?  Haven't  I  been 
letting  you  spend  the  money  on  me  that  was  n't 
yours?    I've  been  as  bad  as  you  have,  every  bit" 

"Oh,rotI"8aidMachotiy.  "  You 've  been  an 
angel.  There  is  n't  another  girl  in  the  world  that 's 
as  much  fun  as  you  are  and  yet  on  the  square  every 
mmute."  ^ 

"It  isn't  on  the  square  1"  contradicted  Nance, 
twistmg  her  wet  handkerchief  into  a  ball.  "  Sneak- 
ing around  cdmers  and  doing  things  on  the  sly  I 
am  ashamed  to  tell  you  where  I  live,  or  who  my 
people  are,  and  you  are  ashamed  to  have  your  fam- 
ily know  you  are  going  with  me.  Whenever  I  look 
at  your  father  and  see  him  worrying  about  you,  or 
think  of  your  mother  — " 

"Yes,  you  think  of  everybody  but  me.  You  hold 
me  at  arm's  length  and  knock  on  me  and  say  things 
to  me  that  nobody  else  would  dare  to  say!  Andthe 
worse  you  treat  me,  the  more  I  want  to  take  you  in 
my  arms  and  run  away  with  you.  Can't  you  love 
me  a  little,  Nance  ?    Please  I " 

He  was  dose  to  her,  with  his  ardent  face  on  a 
level  with  hers.  He  was  never  more  irresistible 
than  when  he  wanted  something,  especiaUy  a  for- 
bidden something,  and  in  the  course  of  his  twenty- 
one  years  he  had  never  wanted  anyttiing  so  much 
as  he  wanted  Nance  MoUoy. 

She  caught  her  breath  and  looked  away.  It  was 
very  hard  to  say  what  she  intended,  with  him  so 
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dose  to  her.  His  eloquent  eyes,  his  tremulous  lips 
were  very  disconcerting. 

**  Mr.  Mac,"  she  whispered  intently,  "  why  don't 
you  tell  your  father  everything,  and  promise  him 
some  of  the  things  you  been  promising  me?  Why 
don't  you  make  a  clean  start  and  behave  yourself 
and  stop  giving  *em  all  this  trouble?  " 

"  And  if  I  do,  Nance?  Suppose  I  do  it  for  you, 
what  then?" 

For  a  long  moment  their  eyes  held  each  other. 
These  two  young,  undisciplined  creatures  who  had 
started  life  at  opposite  ends  of  the  social  ladder,  one 
climbing  up  and  the  other  climbing  down,  had  met 
midway,  and  the  fate  of  each  trembled  in  the  bal- 
ance. 

"  And  if  I  do?  '*  Mac  persisted,  hardly  above  his 
breath. 

Nance's  eyelids  fluttered  ever  so  slightly,  and  the 
next  instant,  Mac  had  crushed  her  to  him  and 
smothered  her  protests  in  a  passion  of  kisses. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI 

BETWEEN  TWO  nxss 

WHEN  Mf.  Clarke  returned  from  toch«»  ft 
was  evident  that  he  was  in  no  mood  to^ 

^tion;  then  a  door  slammed,  and  there  w2 
sU^  She  waited  tensely  for  the  next  so^  I^ 
«  was  long  m  coming.    PresenUy  some  onel^^ 

tL^^  .^  ■*  *""  *""*  »'  *«  two  it  was 
^en  the  talking  ceased;  the  haU  door  of  the  i^ 
oflSce  opened  and  closed  quieUy 

f  r^T  *'"•  '°  ?'  *"'*°*  "•<•  »w  Mac  eme«e 

J^ds  ^^eeo^"u~P  T  "'^  "'  «y«^  "d  his 
"-tnas  were  deep  m  his  pockets.    Evidentiv  h.  h,A 

had  It  out  with  his  father%«d  was  bX?„  L 

and  meet  his  difficulties.    HeT^S^^l^Sr" 

she  watched  him.    What  a  spc^^'  ZTi^^  " 

spite  of  his  five  feet  elevenl    AIwa«  «^ir'' 

nr  "'  '•^"^  °^''  people  SmC  B« 
he  was  gomg  to  face  the  music  this  time  anH  ll 

was  doing  it  for  her.    If  only  she  Ld  n't' Sl.^ 
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Wss  her  I    A  wave  of  shame  made  her  bury  her  hot 
cheeks  in  her  pahns.  ^ 

She  was  startled  from  her  reverie  by  a  noise  at 
the  door.  It  was  Dan  Lewis,  looking  strangely 
worried  and  preoccupied.  ^^ 

"  Di?M°'oT{'  ^*  "^^^  ^^***"*  "^*^«  Ws  eyes. 
Did  Mr.  Qarke  leave  a  telegram  for  me  ?  " 

Not  with  me.    Perhaps  it  is  on  his  table. 
Want  me  to  see?" 

.lliJ'Jl^  !f  ^°f  V  ^^  ^'^^'^  ^"<J  ^«>t  in  and 
closed  the  door  beh'      him. 

h  J!*""*  ^  u)^"^  *'  -  closed  door  in  sudden  appre- 
hension  What  was  the  matter  with  Dan?  What 
had  he  found  out?    She  heard  hhn  moving  about  in 

tetephone.  When  he  came  out.  he  crossed  over  to 
where  she  was  sitting.  "  cr  10 

"Nance."  he  began.  stiU  with  that  uneasy  man- 
r^*  T  '  «^«thing  I  Ve  got  to  speak  to  you 
about.    You  won't  take  it  amiss?" 

I  Jf  "*  ^r*L"  f  *^  ^^""*'  ^^'^  ^  attempt  at 
hgtness,  but  her  heart  began  to  thump  uncomfort- 

"  You  see."  Dan  began  laboriously.    "  I  'm  sort 

t1^.^  '^J*''^  I* »«<*«'* come dire<; tome mi- 
til  to^ay  but  I  got  wind  of  it  every  now  and  then. 
I  know  It  s  not  true,  but  it  must  n't  go  on.  There 's 
one  way  to  stop  it    Do  you  know  what  it  is?" 
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NMce  ahoolc  her  head,  and  he  went  on. 
latrfv     J"*^,i  ^r  ^  '^^^  a  mess  of  things 

rri  don  t  know.    And  the  carnival  baU  business - 
Sn";^.^  ""''  '''  ^^'  ^«>^^  "^^  ^^  '•  the 

"I  know,  Dan,"  she  said  impatiently.    " I  was  a 
tool  to  go  that  time,  but  I  never  did  it  again  " 
Dan  fingered  the  papers  on  the  desk. 

T  ,/i°  *  «f  »"«*<> 'ag  about  that  any  more.  But 
I  «n  t  have  em  saying  things  about  you  around  the 
factory  You  know  how  I  feel  about  you  -  how  I 
always  have  felt  -  Nance  I  want  you  to  marry  me." 
Nance  flashed  a  look  at  him,  questioning,  eager, 

Z^S,T„^1;".'r-'^^ '*"•  How  could  JheW 
Aat  behind  his  halting  sentences  a  paan  of  love  was 

threatemng  to  burst  the  very  confines  of  his  inartic- 

^iT't  ?**>"^y  saw  an  awkward  young  work- 
inan  m  his  shirt  sleeves,  with  a  smudge  across  his 
dheek  and  a  wistful  look  in  his  eyes,  who  knew  no 
n^re  about  n»king  love  than  he  knew  about  the 
other  graces  of  life. 

7  '""u  **r**^  *"°"«*  "°"«y'"  he  went  on  ear- 
n«tly,     to  b,^  a  little  house  in  the  countty  somd- 
wnere.     lliat  s  what  you  wanted,  was  n't  it  ?  " 
fc  A^^'^^^"^  wandered  to  the  tall  gas-pipe  that 
had  been  their  unromantic  trysting  place.    Then  she 

dosed  her  eyes  and  pressed  her  fingers  against  them 
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\^^-^^^  ?*  '^"«^«  ^^^-  "  I>an  loved  her, 
why  did  nt  he  say  beautiful  things  to  her.  why 

did  n't  he  take  her  in  his  arms  as  Mac  had  dot,;,  and 
kiss  away  all  those  fears  of  herself  and  of  the  fu- 

ture  that  crowded  upon  her?  With  her  head  on  his 
shoulder  she  could  have  sobbed  out  her  whole  con- 
fession  and  been  comforted,  but  now  — 

"You  care  for  me,  don't  you,  Nance?"  Dan 
asked  with  a  sharp  note  of  anxiety  in  his  voice. 

Of  course  I  carel"  she  said  irritably.  "But  I 
don  t  want  to  get  married  and  settle  down.  I  want 
to  get  out  and  see  the  world.  When  you  talk  about 
a  quiet  httie  house  in  the  country,  I  want  to  smash 
everywmdowinitl" 

Dan  slipped  the  worn  drawing  he  had  in  his  hand 
back  mto  his  pocket.  It  was  no  time  to  discuss 
honeysuckle  porches. 

*;  We  don't  have  to  go  to  the  country,"  he  said 
patiently.    "  I  just  thought  it  was  what  you  wanted. 

w^!  iT '^^fi,  r' °' "^^  "^  «*^ '**  ^^t^^f  town  if 
you  like.  All  I  want  is  to  make  you  happy,  Nance  " 
For  a  moment  she  sat  with  her  chin  on  her  pahns, 
stanng  straight  ahead;  then  she  turned  towardhin^ 
With  sudden  resolution. 

"What 's  the  talk  you  been  hearing  about  me? " 
she  demanded. 

"  There 's  no  use  going  into  that,"  he  said.  "  It 's 
a  he,  and  I  mean  to  stamp  it  out  if  I  have  to  lick 
every  man  in  the  factoiy  to  do  it." 
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"  Wai  it — about  Mac  Clarke?  " 

that  y^nr  ^..•"",°"*  "'*  him  on  the  rtr«t. 
««  you  nde  with  him  after  night,  and  that  he  coma 

"Ain't  it  enough?" 

"  Wen,  it  •«  truel "  «ud  Nance,  defiantly.  '<  Ev- 
ery word  of  It  If  anybody  can  find  any  real  harm 
"What  I  -ve  dfcne,  they  are  welcome  to  iti " 

It  s  true?"  ga^Md  Dan,  hit  hands  grippine  a 
d«ur.b«*.  "And  you  never  told  me?  U^^l 
Has  he  made  love  to  you,  Nance?  " 

JiJ^l^  ^  T^"  ^'  •"  «»«ybody.    He  makes 

Z  1^'  ^  ^  "''  goes  in  one  ear  and  0,5 
*f  °*f  ,  "*  "«•  But  I  like  him  and  I  ain't 
•^  to  .ay  ».  He 's  give  me  the  best  time  I 
ev«- tad  m  my  life,  and  you  bet  I  don't  forget  it." 

m.JJrT^°"  """*'  >«  one  thing  mote?"  de- 
nanded  Dan,  sternly. 

c^'^.i  '  "^''  '^"^  *°  «°»*"  any  question  you 
^*  Was  it  Clarke  that  took  you  to  the  canuval 

"  Him  and  a  fellow  named  Monte  Pearce." 

Just  you  three?" 
" No;  Birdie  Smelts  was  along." 
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I>«nbnished  his  hand  across  Ws  brow  as  if  tnriii£ 
to  recaO  something.  ^^» 

«  "  ^''^«  f«»«  here  that  day,"  he  said  slowly. 
She  wuted  to  see  Clarke  for  a  friend  of  hen 
«  Yes/?  J>e-did  he  ever  ask  you  to  kiss  him?  "' 

Dan  groaned.  ^ 

"  Why  did  n't  you  teU  me  aU  this  before,  Nance? 
Why  didnt  you  give  me  a  chance  to  put  you  on 
your  guard?"  ^     /  «  w 

^1  "'^T?  "^  ^'**^"  "^^  «^*^'  ^'^  rising 

^'  ^^*^°°  *"****  anybody  to  take  care  of  me  I" 

toh^^  ^"  **»  *^fbcd  in  his  own  thoughts 

/7*  ''m\*^*^  ^*"«^  ^*  '*  «°»"«  away  in  a  couple 
of  days,   he  said  grimly.    "  If  ever  the  blackguid 
writes  to  you,  or  dares  to  speak  to  you  again—" 
NMce  had  risen  and  was  facing  him. 

Who  s  to  stop  him?"  she  asked  furiously. 
1  m  the  one  to  say  the  word,  and  not  you! " 
And  you  won't  let  me.  take  it  up  with  him  ?  » 
No!" 

^  And  you  mean  to  see  him  again,  and  to  write  to 

Nance  had  a  blurred  vision  of  an  unhappy  prodi- 
gal crossing  the  factory  yard.  He  had  kept  his  part 
of  their  compact ;  she  must  keep  hers. 

"I  will  if  I  want  to."  she  said  rather  weakly. 

I>an  s  face  flushed  crimson. 


rtf. 
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"  AU  right,"  he  said, "  keep  it  op  if  you  like.  But 
I  teU  you  now,  I  ain't  going  to  tUy  here  to  see  it 
I  mgouigtoclearoutl" 

He  turned  toward  the  door,  and  thecaUed  after 
nun  anxiously: 

"I>an,  come  back  here  this  minute.  Where  are 
yougomg?" 

He  paused  in  the  doorway,  his  jaw  set  and  a 
•tody  hght  in  his  eyes. 

"  I  am  going  now,"  he  said,  "  to  apologize  to  the 
rnanl  hit  yesterday  for  teUing  the  truth  about  you  I " 

That  night  Nance  shed  more  tears  than  she  had 
ever  shed  in  the  whole  course  of  her  life  before;  but 
whether  she  wept  for  Mac,  or  Dan,  or  for  herself, 
she  could  not  have  said.    She  heard  the  sounds  die 
out  of  the  alley  one  by  one,  the  clanging  cars  at  the 
end  of  the  street  became  less  frequent;  only  the 
dnp,  dnp,  drip  from  a  broken  gutter  outside  her 
window,  and  the  rats  in  the  wall  kept  her  com- 
pany.   AU  day  Sunday  she  stayed  in-doors,  and 
came  to  the  office  on  Monday  pale  and  a  bit  lisUess. 
Early  as  it  was,  Mr.  Qarke  was  there  before  her, 
pacing  the  floor  in  evident  perturbation. 
"  Come  in  here  a  moment,  Miss  Molloy,"  he  said 

before  she  had  taken  off  her  hat    "Iwantaword 
with  you." 

Nance  followed  him  into  the  inner  room  with  a 
quaking  heart. 

"  I  want  you  to  tell  me."  he  said,  waiving  all  pre- 
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liminaRes,  "  just  who  was  in  thia  room  Stturday 
afternoon  after  I  left." 

"  Dan  Lewii.    And.  of  course,  Mr.  Mac    You 
left  him  here." 
"Who  else?" 
"Nobody." 

"  But  there  must  have  been,"  insisted  Mr.  Clarke, 
vehemently.  "  A  man,  giving  my  name,  called  up 
our  retail  store  between  two  and  two-thirty  o'clock, 
and  asked  if  they  could  ash  a  check  for  several  hun- 
dred dollars.  He  said  it  was  too  late  to  go  to  the 
bank,  and  he  wanted  the  money  right  away.  Later 
a  messenger  brought  my  individual  check,  torn  out 
of  this  check-book,  which  evidently  hasn't  been  off 
my  desk,  and  received  the  money.  The  cashier 
thought  the  signature  looked  queer  and  called  me  up 
yesterday.  I  intend  to  leave  no  stone  unturned  until 
I  get  at  the  truth  of  the  matter.  You  were  the  only 
person  here  all  afternoon.  Tell  me,  in  detail,  ex- 
actly what  happened." 

Nance  recalled  as  nearly  as  she  could,  the  incidents 
of  the  afternoon,  with  careful  circuits  around  her 
own  interviews  with  Mac  and  Dan. 

"  Could  any  one  have  entered  the  inner  office  be- 
tween their  visits,  without  your  knowing  it?  "  asked 
Mr.  Qarke,  who  was  following  her  closely. 

"  Oh,  yes,  sir;  only  there  was  n't  time.  You  see 
Mr.  Mac  was  just  going  out  the  factory  yard  as  Dan 
come  in  here." 
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ijoth  of  them  uied  it" 
"  5««W  y<>«  h«r  what  wm  ..id?  " 
No;  Ae  door  wMdiut  both  times." 

"He come  through  the  other  room  and  uk^  «. 
If  you  had  left  a  tdegr^n  for  himT        '^'*' "* 
Then  he  came  in  here?  " 
"  Yes,  Bir,** 

to  be  late."  "'  t™*  I  ever  knew  him 

«,-.  .      *"""**»"  D€  possible  that  Mr  Qarir* 

«»*  «P«  .t  the  «Kidennes8  of  hi,  d«Lm«  ^' 

pvmg  as  hu  reason  private  affair.  uT^^'  u^ 

P«™a»enUytoanothe?city  *~''  •"" 

When  Nance  lifted  her  startled  eye.  from  the 
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•ignatnre.  the  saw  that  Mr.  Clarke  was  closely 
•cniunixing  the  writing  00  the  envelope. 

"  It 's  incrediblel "  he  said.  -  and  yet  the  drcum- 
•t«nces  are  most  suspicious.  He  gives  no  real 
reason  for  leaving." 

"I  can."  said  Nance,  resolutely.  -He  wanted  me 
to  VMrry  him,  and  I  would  n't  promise.  -  He  asked 
mt  Saturday  afternoon,  after  he  come  out  of  here. 
We  had  a  quarrel,  and  he  said  he  was  goine  awav  • 
but  I  did  n't  believe  it"  ^      ^' 

"Did  he  ask  you  to  go  away  with  him?  Out  of 
town  anywhere?" 

"Yes;  he  said  he  would  go  anywhere  I  said." 
A  Hash  of  anger  burnt  out  the  look  of  fear  that 

had  been  lurking  in  Mr.  Clarke's  face. 
"  He 's  the  last  man  I  would  have  suspected !    Of 

oiurse  I  knew  he  had  been  in  a  reformatory  at  one 

tmie,but — ** 

The  band  that  had  been  tightening  around 
Nances  heart  seemed  suddenly  to  burst.  She 
sprang  to  her  feet  and  stood  confronting  him  with 
blazmg  eyes. 

"  What  right  have  you  got  to  think  Dan  did  it? 
There  were  two  of  them  in  this  room.  Why  don't 
you  send  for  Mr.  Mac  and  ask  him  questions? " 

"  WeU,  for  one  re-on  he 's  in  New  Yoric,  and 
for  another,  my  son  does  n't  have  to  resort  to  such 
means  to  get  what  money  he  wants." 

"  Neither  docs  Dan  Lewis  I    He  was  a  street  kid ; 
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he  was  had  up  in  court  three  times  before  he  was 
fourteen;  he  was  a  month  at  the  reformatory;  and 
fte  s  knocked  elbows  with  more  crooks  than  you  ever 
heard  of ;  but  you  know  as  wdl  as  me  that  there 
.    am  t  anybody  living  more  honest  than  Dan  I " 

"AU  he's  got  to  do  is  to  prove  it,"  said  Mr. 
Clarke,  gnmly. 

Nance  looked  at  the  relentless  face  of  the  man 
before  her  and  thought  of  the  money  at  his  com- 
mand  to  prove  whatever  he  wanted  to  prove 
^  "See  here,' Mr.  Clarke!"  she  said  desperately, 

you  said  a  while  ago  that  all  the  facts  were  against 
Dan.    WiU  you  tell  me  one  thing  ?  " 

"What  is  it?" 

"Did  you  give  Mr.  Mac  the  money  to  pay  that 
note  last  Saturday?  "  /  «»  pay  mat 

"What  note?" 

"TTie  one  the  Meyers  fellow  was  after  him 
aooutr 

"Mac  asked  for  no  money,  and  I  gave  him  none, 
in  fact  he  told  me  that  aside  from  his  debts  at  the 
dub  and  at  the  garage,  he  owed  no  biUs.  So  you 
■ee  your  friend  Meyers  misinformed  you." 

Here  was  Nance's  chance  to  escape;  she  had  spo- 
ken  m  Dan's  defense;  she  had  told  of  the  Meyers 
madjat  To  take  one  more  step  would  be  to  con- 
vict Mac  and  compromise  herself.  For  one  miser- 
able moment  conflicting  desires  beat  in  her  brain; 
wen  she  heard  herself  saying  quite  cahnly : 
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"  No,  sir.  it  was  n't  Meyers  that  told  me ;  it  was 
Mr.  Mac  himself." 

Mr.  Clarke  wheeled  on  her  sharply. 

"  How  did  my  son  happen  to  be  discussing  his  pri- 
vate affairs  with  you  ?  "  ^ 

"  Mr.  Mac  and  me  are  friends,"  she  said.  «  He  *s 
been  awful  nice  to  me;  he 's  given  me  more  good 
times  than  I  ever  had  in  my  whole  hfe  before.  But 
1  did  n  t  know  the  money  was  n't  his  or  I  would  n't 
have  gone  with  him." 

"  And  I  suppose  you  thought  it  was  all  right  for  a 
young  man  in  Mac's  position  to  be  paying  attention 
to  a  young  woman  in  yours  ?  " 

Mr.  Clarke  studied  her  face  intently,  but  her  fear- 
less  eyes  did  not  falter  under  his  scrutiny. 

"  Are  you  trying  to  implicate  Mac  in  this  matter 
to  spare  Lewis,  is  that  it?  " 

"No,  sir.  I  don't  say  it  was  Mr.  Mac.  I  only 
say  It  was  n't  Dan.  There  are  some  people  you  jui 
*»»w  are  straight,  and  Dan '8  one  of  them  " 

Mr.  Clarke  got  up  and  took  a  turn  about  the  room, 
.  his  hands  locked  behind  him.    Her  last  shot  had  ev- 
idently taken  effect 

"  Tell  me  exactly  what  Mac  told  you  about  this 
Meyers  note,"  he  demanded. 

Nance  recounted  the  facts  in  tlie  case,  ending  with 
the  promise  Mac  had  raarle  her  to  teU  his  father 
everything  and  begin  sTiew . 
"  I  wish  I  had  known  this  Saturday  I "  Mr.  Oarice 
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said,  sinking heavHy  into  his  chiir.  "I  came  down 
on  the  boy  pretty  severely  on  ani  ther  score  and  gave 
him  little  chance  to  say  anything.  Did  he  happen 
to  mention  the  exact  amount  of  his  indebtedness  to 
Meyers?" 

"He  said  it  was  five  hundred  and  sixty  dollars." 
A  sigh  that  was  very  like  a  groan  escaped  from 

Mr.  Clarke;  then  he  pulled  himself  together  with 

an  effort 

"You  understand,  Miss  MoUoy,"  he  said,  "that 
it  is  quite  a  different  thing  for  my  son  to  have  done 
this,  and  for  Lewis  to  have  done  it  Mac  knows 
that  what  is  mine  will  be  his  eventually.  If  he 
signed  that  check,  he  was  signing  his  own  name  as 
well  as  mine.  Of  course,  he  ought  to  have  spoken 
to  me  about  it  I  am  not  excusing  him.  He  has 
been  indiscreet  in  this  as  well  as  in  other  ways.  I 
shall  probably  get  a  letter  from  him  in  a  few  days 
explaining  the  whde  business.  In  the  meanwhile 
the  matter  must  go  no  further.  I  insist  upon  abso- 
lute silence.    You  understand?" 

She  nodded. 

"  And  one  thing  more,"  Mr.  Clarke  added.  "  I 
forbid  any  further  communication  between  you  and 
Mac  He  is  not  coming  home  at  Christmas,  and  we 
are  thinking  of  sending  him  abroad  in  June.  I  pro- 
pose to  keep  him  away  from  here  for  the  next  two  or 
three  years." 

Nance  fingered  the  blotter  on  the  table  absently. 
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It  was  aU  very  well  for  them  to  plan  what  they  were 
going  to  do  with  Mac.  but  she  knew  in  her  heart 
that  a  hne  from  her  would  set  at  naught  all  their 
calculations.    Then  her  mind  flew  back  to  Dan 

If  he  comes  back -Dan,  I  mean,- are  you  go. 
mg  to  take  him  on  again?  " 

Mr.  Qarke  saw  his  chance  and  seizcd^it. 

"  On  one  condition,"  he  said.  •*  WiU  you  give  me 
your  word  of  honor  not  to  communicate  with  Mac 
many  way?" 

They  were  both  standing  now.  fadng  each  other, 
and  Nance  saw  no  compromise  in  the  stem  eyes  of 
her  employer. 

"  m  promise  if  I  Ve  got  to,"  she  said, 
tled.'^^  ^«"'"  «id  Mr.  Clarke.    "That's  set- 


CHAPTER  XXVII 

FATE  TAKES  A   HAND 

SOME  sinister  fascination  seems  to  hover  about 
a  bridge  at  night,  especially  for  unhappy  souls 
who  have  grappled  with  fate  and  think  themselves 
worsted.  Perhaps  they  find  a  melancholy  pleasure 
in  the  company  of  ghosts  who  have  escaped  from 
similar  defeats ;  perhaps  they  seek  to  read  the  riddle 
of  the  universe,  as  they  stand,  elbows  on  rail,  study- 
ing  the  turbulent  waters  bdow. 

On  the  third  night  after  Dan's  arrival  in  Cindn- 
nati,  the  bridge  claimed  him.  He  had  deposited  his 
^w  belongings  in  a  cheap  lodging-house  on  the 
Kentucky  side  of  the  river,  and  then  aimlessly  paced 
the  streets,  too  miserable  to  eat  or  sleep,  too  des- 
perate even  to  look  for  work.  His  one  desire  was 
to  get  away  from  his  tormenting  thoughts,  to  try  to 
forget  what  had  happened  to  him. 

A  cold  drizzle  of  rain  had  brought  dusk  on  an 
hour  before  its  time.  Twilight  was  closing  in  on 
a  sodden  day.  From  the  big  Ohio  city  to  the 
smaller  Kentucky  towns,  poured  a  stream  of  tired 
humanity.    Belated  shoppers,  business  men,  woric- 
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ers  of  all  kinds  hurried  through  the  murky  soot- 
laden  air,  each  hastening  to  some  invisible  goal. 

To  Dan,  watching  with  somber  eyes  from  his 
niche  above  the  wharf,  it  seemed  that  they  were  aU 
going  home  to  little  lamp-lit  cottages  where  women 
and  children  awaited  them.  A  light  in  the  window 
and  somebody  waiUngI  The  old  dream  of  his  boy- 
hood that  only  a  few  days  ago  had  seemed  about  to 
come  true  I 

Instead,  he  had  been  caught  up  in  a  hurricane  and 
swq)t  out  to  sea.  His  anchors  had  been  his  love, 
his  work,  and  his  religion,  and  none  of  them  held. 
The  factory,  to  which  he  had  given  the  best  of  his 
brain  and  his  body,  for  which  he  had  dreamed  and 
aspired  and  planned,  was  a  nightmare  to  him.  Mrs. 
Purdy  and  the  church  activities,  which  had  loomed 
so  large  in  his  life,  were  but  fleeting,  unsubstantial 
shadows. 

Only  one  thing  in  the  wide  universe  mn  ttered  now 
to  him,  and  that  was  Nance.  Over  and  vcr  he  re- 
hearsed his  final  scene  with  her,  searching  for  some 
word  of  denial  or  contrition  or  promise  for  the 
future.  She  had  never  lied  to  him,  and  he  knew 
she  never  would.  But  she  had  stood  before  him  in 
angry  defiance,  refusing  to  defend  herself,  declining 
his  help,  and  letting  him  go  out  of  her  life  without 
so  much  as  lifting  a  finger  to  stop  him. 

His  heavy  eyes,  which  had  been  following  the 
shore  lights,  came  back  to  the  bridge,  attracted  by 
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1 
the  movement  of  a  woman  leaning  over  one  of  the 
embrasures  near  him.    He  had  been  vaguely  aware 
for  the  past  five  minutes  of  a  disturbing  sound  that 
came  to  him  from  time  to  time;  but  it  was  only  now 
that  he  noticed  the  woman  was  crying.    She  was 
standing  with  her  back  to  him,  and  he  could  see  her 
lift  her  veil  every  now  and  then  and  wipe  her  eyes. 
With  a  movement  of  impatience,  he  moved  fur- 
ther on.    He  had  enough  troubles  of  his  own  to- 
night without  witnessing  those  of  others.    He  had 
determined  |o  stop  fleeing  from  his  thoughts  and 
to  turn  and  face  them.    A  rich  young  fellow,  like 
Mac  Clarke,  didn't  go  with  a  girl  like  Nance  for 
nothing.    Why,  this  thing  must  have  been  going  on 
for  months,  perhaps  long  before  the  night  he  had 
found  Nance  at  the  signal  tower.    They  had  been 
meeting  in  secret,  going  out  alone  together;  she  had 
let  him  make  love  to  her,  kiss  her. 

The  blood  surged  into  his  head,  and  doubts  blacker 
tlian  the  waters  below  assailed  him,  but  even  as  he 
stood  there  with  his  head  in  his  hands  and  his  cap 
pufled  over  his  eyes,  aU  sorts  of  shadowy  memories 
came  to  plead  for  her.  Memories  of  a  little,  tow- 
headed,  independent  girl  coming  and  going  in  Cal- 
vary Alley,  now  lugging  coal  up  two  flights  of  stairs, 
now  rushing  noisily  down  again  with  a  Snawdor 
baby  slung  over  her  shoulder,  now  to  snatch  her  part 
in  the  play.  Nance,  who  laughed  the  loudest,  cried 
the  hardest,  ran  the  fastest,  whose  hand  was  as  quick 
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.?.1^     K  *?'  **  *^"'°°'  «*  "•"  «»»'«>•«  b«fore 
TTwi  later  and  tenderer  memories  came  to  reinforee 

^t^ahf  *^A^  '''^  •"  *™<'8«  "»"«  "igh* 
P™Tr^  r*  '"'"'  °'  •'*'  »"*'"8  beside  him  in 
Fost-Oflfice  Square,  subdued  and  tender-eyed,  watch- 
«V  the  dectri.  lights  bloom  through  Z  dusk  tf 
her  nu«,ng  Uncle  Jed,  forgetting  herself  and  her 
disanwrntaent  in  ministering  to  him  and  helping 
mm  face  the  future.  *   * 

A  wave  of  remorse  swept  over  him !    What  right 

^  wL°f 'J^  ^'  «.  and  on  in  C«net^ 
street  whoi  he  knew  how  she  hated  it?  Why  had 
he  toced  her  to  go  back  to  the  factoty?  She  had 
tried  to  make  hun  understand,  but  he  had  been  deaf 
to  her  need.  He  had  expected  her  to  buckle  down 
to  work  jost  as  he  did.  He  had  forgotten  that  she 
W|»  young  airf  pretty  and  wanted  a  good  time  Uke 

^rj"  .  °1  ~""'  "  "^  *'-<»8  f"  her  to  go 
wtf,  Mac  but  she  was  good,  he  t««„  she  was  go<rf. 
The  words  reverberated  in  his  brain  like  a  hoUow 
«dio,  fnghtening  away  all  the  pleading  memories. 
Those  were  the  very  words  he  had  used  about  hU 
moAer  <«  that  other  black  night  when  he  had  re- 

;^^^^""'  ***  '"■*•    All  the  bitterness  of  his 
childhoods  tragedy  came  now  to  poison  his  present 
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mood.  If  Nance  was  innocent,  why  had  the  kept  all 
this  from  him,  why  had  she  refused  in  the  end  to  let 
him  defend  her  food  name? 

He  thought  of  his  own  struggle  to  be  good;  of  his 
ceaseleu  efforU  to  be  decent  in  every  thought  as  wett 
as  deed  for  Nance's  sake.  Decent  i  His  lip  curled 
at  the  irony  of  it  1  That  was  n't  what  girls  wanted  ? 
Decency  made  f dtows  stupid  and  dull ;  it  kept  them 
too  closely  at  work ;  it  made  them  take  life  too  seri- 
ously. Girls  wanted  men  like  Mac  Clarke  — men 
who  snapped  their  fingers  at  religion  and  refused 
responsibilities,  and  laughed  in  the  face  of  duty. 
Laughter  I  That  was  what  Nance  loved  above  ev- 
erything! All  right,  let  her  have  itf  What  did  it 
matter?    He  would  laugh  too. 

With  a  reckless  resolve,  he  turned  up  his  coat  col- 
lar, rammed  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  started 
toward  the  Kentucky  shoi-e.  The  drizzle  by  this 
time  had  turned  into  a  sharp  rain,  and  he  realized 
that  he  was  cold  and  wet  He  remembered  a  swing- 
ing door  two  squares  away. 

As  he  left  the  bridge,  he  saw  the  woman  m  the 
blue  veil  hurry  past  him,  and  with  a  furtive  look 
about  her,  turn  and  go  down  the  steep  levee  toward 
the  water.  There  was  something  so  nervous  and 
erratic  in  her  movements,  that  he  stopped  to  watch 
her. 

For  a  few  moments  she  wandered  aimlessly  along 
the  bank,  apparently  indifferent  to  the  pelting  rain; 


'Don't  call  a  policeman!"  she  implored  wildly 
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biok.  '*'**•  *^  'nnged  the  river 

JD^  gJwced  down  the  long  length  of  the  bricW 
«nptynowMive  f or  t  f ew  t-XJ^J!!/    \.    ,     ^*^ 

iog  truck  in  the  diW^?!^ 

oU  river  .te.nJltSJS.S'^S:  ^•r^ 

«»>.•  then  ta  tSL^^  '"*  "^  *^  »"'»«« 
Plnmrf--!.^^  to  lee  no  moic 

l-m  too  h,««i.rf'^:4^^  «»  the  «»I  «xl 

iwoot    Don't  try  to  talk 'til   m  «.  l  w    , 
jaj.  I'm  choldn'l    I  c«.'t  b««hel    G«  tfc. 

v..tl«'ti^,:'r  ^'ti^l?^*  '^  ^ 

ripple  of  her  iZ*  w!r  ^^  ""  "^"^  ""' die 
"Hue  Of  her  blick  lal,  WM  wqr  »4ite  and  smooth. 
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He  bent  down  and  looked  at  her  with  a  flaih  of 
recognition.  ^ 

" Birdie! "  he  cried  incredulouily,  "Birdie 
SmelUl"  , 

Her  heavy  white  lide  fluttered  wildly,  and  ihe 
ttarted  up  in  terror. 

"Don't  be  scared!  "he  urged.  "  It 's  Dan  Lewis 
from  back  home.  How  did  you  ever  come  to  be  in 
this  state?" 

With  a  moan  of  despair  she  covered  her  face  with 
her  hands. 

"  I  was  up  there  on  the  bridge,"  Dan  went  on, 
almost  apdogeticaUy.  "I  saw  you  there,  but  I 
did  n't  know  it  was  you.  Then  when  you  started 
down  to  the  water,  I  sorter  thought  — " 

"You  ought  n't 'a' stopped  me,"  she  waUed.  "I 
been  walkin'  the  streeto  tryin'  to  get  up  my  courage 
aUday.    I 'm  sick,  I  teU  you.    I  want  to  die." 

"But  it  ain't  rifl^t  to  die  this  way.  Don't  you 
know  it's  wicked?" 

"  Good  and  bad 's  all  the  same  to  me.  I  'm  done 
for.  There  ain't  a  soul  in  this  rotten  okl  town  that 
cares  whether  I  live  or  die! " 

Dan  flushed  painfully.  He  was  much  more  equal 
to  saving  a  body  than  a  soul,  but  he  did  not  flinch 
from  his  duty. 

"  God  cares,"  he  said.  "Like  as  not  He  sent  me 
out  on  the  bridge  a-purpose  to-night  to  help  you. 
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^to  me  put  you  00  the  tndn.  Bird^^ 

«w«  to  your  mother."  ^  ^^ 

.  hiS'  •  """■'  «"*»'•««.  "0 1  .to't  coin' t. 
^fL  xr.«„Mn.evo„  won't  let 'mtSTn^ 
"AD  ri^ht  all  right,'  ^,  ^-j,  ^a,  «,  «„|o„, 
ST^  o-.'"""'  —Ki  her  blue  lip..  ^ 
Up  to  V,  alkung  yei ;  "  ^      ^" 

"  Where  d  1  wall:    o?»  she  d*n«mu^  k:**.  . 
"  I  teU  vou  T  'v .  V  •     "e  aemanded  bitterly. 

iwuyoul  v,wnnomaaeyindiiopltcetO£o     I 
be«  on  the  rtreet  since  ye«erdayno«7'''- 

YOU  cant  stoy  out  hereaU  niffhtl"  cairi  n.«  .* 
his  wit'a  etuf     «  T  »ii  u  •"«ni»    saia  uan  at 

Jww^t.eDd.      IB  have  to  get  you.  room  .o„^ 

"Go^^getij.    I-Uwaithere." 

!3;  !s  '^  ^«>  ««d  the  way  she  glanced  from 
^to  j.me  at  the  oUy.  black  water  ZTcuIS 
•rotmd  the  comer  of  the  barge. 

«owly.  You  might  come  over  there  'til  vou  ^ 
dned  out  and  rested  up  a  bit"  »*  yo"  «et 

"I don't  want  to  go  anywhere.    I '« too  sick     T 
don't  want  to  have  to  see  people."      "'°^"**-    ^ 
You  won't  have  to.    It's  a  rooming  house. 
The^d  woman  that  look,  after  tlS^L^ 
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It  took  considerable  persuasion  to  get  her  on  her 
feet  and  up  the  bank.  Again  and  again  she  refused 
to  go  on,  declaring  that  she  didn't  want  to  live. 
But  Dan's  patience  was  limitless.  Added  to  his 
compassion  for  her,  was  the  half-superstitious  belief 
that  he  had  been  appointed  by  Providence  to  save 
her. 

"  It 's  just  around  the  comer  now,"  he  encouraged 
her.    "  Can  you  make  it  ? " 

She  stumbled  on  blindly,  without  answering,  cling- 
ing to  his  arm  and  breathing  heavily. 

"  Here  we  are! "  said  Dan,  turning  into  a  dark 
entrance,  "  front  room  on  the  left.    Steady  there  I " 

But  even  as  he  opened  the  door,  Birdie  swayed 
forward  and  would  have  fallen  to  the  floor,  had  he 
not  caught  her  and  laid  her  on  the  bed. 

Hastily  lighting  the  lamp  on  the  deal  table  by  the 
window,  he  went  back  to  the  bed  and  loosened  the 
neck  of  her  dripping  coat  and  then  looked  down  at 
her  helplessly.  Her  face,  startlingly  white  in  its 
frame  of  black  hair,  showed  dark  circles  under  the 
eyes,  and  her  full  lips  had  lost  not  only  their  color, 
but  the  innocent  curves  of  childhood  as  well. 

Presently  she  opened  her  eyes  wearily  and  looked 
about  her. 

"  I  'm  cold,"  she  said  with  a  shiver,  "  and  hungry. 
God  I  I  did  n't  know  anybody  could  be  so  hungry  1 " 
I  '11  make  a  fire  in  the  stove,"  cried  Dan; "  then 
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Ten  minutes  hter  Dan  hurried  out  of  the  e<tfin<, 
houwat  the  corner,  talancing  a  bowl  o£^^?; 

K.':^^to'"t2 '  '^'^  '«x"-  «n:.' 

^  ,n  *      .   "*  •*  «**'  "°  *««l«  to  himself 
or  to  the  weather,  for  the  miracle  L  h.^ 

hghted  tamp  m  .  window  behind  which  sornHne 
was  waiting  for  him.  ^^     * 

W^t  time  of  mght  is  it  ?  "  she  asked  weakly. 

^  l«  *°"^  T  "••  fe^'  me  a  room  «l^ 
A«'  . i"."™'* *»* ™ *« morning." 
An  of  Birdie's  alarms  returned. 

I  ain't  going  to  suy  here  by  myself,  Dan.    Ill 

afraid  to  die.    What  sort  of  a  God  is  He  to  JT 
person  suffer  like  this?"  "«"»  "e  to  let  a 
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And  poor  old  Dtm,  at  dnth-grips  witb^his  own 
life  probtem,  wreitM  in  vain  with  hers;  arguing, 
reaMuring,  afiimang,  trying  with  an  almost  fanatic 
zeal  to  conquer  his  own  dnabts  in  conquering  hers. 

Then  Birdie,  bent  on  keeping  him  widi  her,  talked 
of  heradf ,  pooring  oat  an  incoherent  story  of  mis- 
fortune :  how  she  had  fainted  on  the  stage  one  night 
and  incurred  ^ttt  ill-will  of  die  director;  how  the 
company  went  <m  and  leit  her  witliout  friends  and 
without  mon^ ;  how  matters  had  gone  from  bad  to 
worse  until  At  could  n't  stand  it  any  longer.  She 
painted  a  ^»ictBre  of  wronged  innocence  that  would 
have  wrung  a  sterner  heart  than  Dan's. 

**  I  know,"  he  said  sympathetically.  "  I  've  seen 
what  girls  are  up  agMnst  at  Clarke's." 

Birdie's  feveri^  eyes  fastened  upon  him. 

"  Have  you  just  come  from  Clarke's?  " 

"Yes." 

"Is  Mac  there?" 

Dan's  face  hardened. 

"  I  don't  know  anything  about  him." 

"No;  and  you  don't  want  to!  If  there's  one 
person  in  this  world  I  hate,  it 's  Mac  Clarke." 

"Sune  here,"  said  Dan,  drawn  to  her  by  the 
attraction  of  a  common  antipathy. 

"  Thinks  he  can  do  what  he  pleases,"  went  on 
Birdie,  bitterly, "  with  his  good  looks  and  easy  ways. 
He  '11  have  a  lot  to  answer  for  I " 

Dan  sat  with  his  fists  locked,  staring  at  the  floor. 
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A  d«o,  question,  burarf  on  his  lips,  but  ht  could 
not  bnng  lumself  to  ask  them. 

B,4.^*^  °'  *'"''  "'*'*^  *«  "iwtew.  and 
Birdie  cned  out  in  terror. 

"  You  Stop  being  afraid  and  go  to  sleep,"  urged 
Dm,  but  she  shook  her  head. 

"I  don't  dare  to  I  You'd  go  away,  and  I'd 
wake  up  and  go  crazy  with  fear.  I  always  was  like 
*at«en  whm  I  was  a  kid,  back  home.  ^  I  Zdtl 
P<^  n«r  die  of  nights  when  pa  would  come  in 
dnmk  and  get  to  breaking  up  things.  There  was  a 
man  like  that  down  where  I  been  staying.    He  'd 

Pd  ^""  "^^  ■""'''  """y  "«"'•     ^«i™s 
fo?  ^r^  °"'  "*  *'  """'  "^  "^ '"  '°«°"  ■»« 
Dan  drew  the  blanket  about  her  shoulders. 
Go  to  sleep,"  he  said.    "  I  won't  leave  you." 

Oh  rZ',  ^'  '°-'"°[''°«'  °«''t,  and  next  night! 
Oh  God  1    I 'm  smothering.    Lift  me  up  1" 

,h.  TJ"  **  "''*  "'  **  '^<"  »<» ""««!  her  until 
she  rested  against  his  shoulder.  A  deathly  pallor 
•u^^^ad  over  her  features,  and  she  clung'to^  hini 

Through  the  long  hours  of  the  stormy  night  he  sat 

have  soothed  a  terror-stricken  child.  By  and  by 
h«  dingmg  hands  grew  passive  in  his.  her  rigid! 
jer.r.g  limbs  relaxed,  and  she  fell  into  a  feverish 
sleep  broken  by  fitful  sobs  and  smothered  ouS 
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As  Dan  sat  tiiere,  with  her  he^ess  weight  against 
him,  and  gently  stroked  the  wet  black  hair  from 
her  brow,  somctfaing  fierce  aad  protective  stined  in 
him,  the  quick  instinct  of  the  dHvjrfrous  strong 
to  defend  the  weak.    Here  was  somebody  moi% 
wretched,  more  desolate,  more  utterly  londy  than 
himself  — a  soft,  fearful,  feminine  somebody,  iD- 
fitted  to  fight  the  world  with  those  frail,  white  hands. 
Hitherto  he  had  blindly  worshiped  at  one  shrine, 
and  now  the  image  was  shattered,  the  shrine  was 
empty— s<j  appallingly  empty  that  he  was  ready  to 
fiU  it  at  any  cost    For  the  first  time  in  three  days 
he  ceased  to  think  of  Nance  Molloy  or  of  Mac 
Qarke,  whose  burden  he  was  all  unconsciously  bear- 
ing.   He  ceased,  also,  to  think  of  the  soul  he  had 
been  trying  so  earnestly  to  save.    He  thought  in- 
stead of  the  tender  weight  against  his  shoulder,  of 
the  heavy  lashes  that  lay  on  the  tear-stained  checks 
so  close  to  his,  of  the  soft,  white  brow  under  his 
rough,  brown  fingers.    Something  dder  than  love 
or  religion  was  making  its  claim  on  Dan. 
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CHAPTER  XXVni 

THB  PRICE  OP  ENUGHTENME«T 

»*»«s  over  CaW  Aiu    «   had  been  flappj^  i^ 
ened  to  roTve  thi  ™°P''«,°«""-«I  that  threat- 

of  hi.  infiequent  rounds  he  hLn  °" 

•trange  odor  in  NuX  On^  a^,  *"?'"""«"  » 
o*»  that  refused  ToL        /  ""sp'oous,  musty 

it  ain  t  nothis'  at  all  but  Mi*'  <;«,.u  .    \- 
Mrs.  Snawdor  d^lar^  veL^^^"^^!  ,^'^^^ 
ch«cksitinalK)temthekS^n^:.    ^*>^  ^^^«» 
Anybody 'd  think  the  ^^^7'::'^?^: 
was  a  murdered  corpse! »  ^^^  *^  " 

But  the  inspector  persisted  in  his  investigation, 

forcing  a  way  into  the  belliirer«if     '"""^^j^'^^^^ons. 

where  he  found  Fidv  Y^J^         IIT^^"  "^P' 

case  of  smallpox    the  uf^r?*  ^^-<J«veloped 

«"pox.    Mie  had  been  down  with  what 
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was  thought  to  be  chicken-pox  for  a  week,  but  the 
other  children  had  been  sworn  to  secrecy  under  the 
threat  that  the  doctor  would  scrape  the  skin  off 
their  arms  with  a  knife  if  they  as  much  as  men- 
tioned Fidy's  name. 

It  was  a  cuhnination  of  a  battle  that  had  raged 
between  Mrs.  Snawdor  and  the  health  authorities 
for  ten  years,  over  the  question  of  vaccination. 
The  epidemic  that  followed  was  the  visible  proof 
of  Mrs.  Snawdor's  victory. 

Calvary  Alley,  having  offered  a  standing  invita- 
tion to  germs  in  general,  was  loathe  to  regard  the 
present  one  as  an  enemy.  It  resisted  the  inspector, 
who  insisted  on  vaccinating  everybody  all  over 
again ;  it  was  indignant  at  the  headlines  in  the  morn- 
ing papers;  it  was  outraged  when  Number  One  was 
put  in  quarantine. 

Even  when  Fidy  Yager,  who  "  was  n't  aU  there," 
and  who,  according  to  her  mother,  had  "a  fit  a 
minute,"  was  carried  away  to  the  pest-house,  no- 
body was  particularly  alarmed.    But  when,  twenty- 
four  hours  later,  Mr.  Snawdor  and  one  of  the  La- 
vinski  helpers  came  down  with  it,  the  alley  began 
to  look  serious,  and  Mrs.  Snawdor  sent  for  Naace. 
For  six  months  now  Nance  had  been  living  at  a 
young  women's  boarding  home,  realizing  a  life-toog 
ambition  to  get  out  of  the  alky.    But  on  hearing 
the  news,  she  flung  a  few  clothes  into  an  oW  suit- 
case and  rushed  to  the  rescue. 
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3ince  that  never-to-be- for«rn**-«  a 
when  word  had  rearhJ  k        r  ,?  *^*^  *  ^^^^  "^^ 

prom.«  to  his  father,  shewas^ZZT  ^  ^ 
numbing  anxiety  ove^  Iten  Sh^T-.  Jj""'  **• 
W»  address  f„4  Mrs^rrfw         ^^  '°  «« 

men  he  knew  bS  .f^    f  '"'  *'"«''  ''<>"  «!•« 

teU  her  wto^  bTLd  ,      '""""y-    ^'^y  ^^ 
^^      r  Where  he  had  gone,  or  what  he  intended  to 

Just  what  she  wanted  to  sav  to  h.n,  .1.-  j  .. 
l™*-    She  still  tesoaed  bhfer  v  hT      -    ''  °°* 
her,  and  what  she  i^^^      f  ^.  ^'  "'"*™"  <>* 
ter  libertyZ  1^"'.'" ""'  '"'''ference  with 

bdng     Fron,  her  elr^.S^^eJ^f  Dan'^ 
^  /hfmost  dependable  factoTfeT  exSj^ 

3o«d««h,.era«;;fLVar4,r'^^*- 

-hi^-'ix-^^Shrorr-- 
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had  slept  with  his  tsnanswered  letters  tmder  her 
pillow  and  dung  to  the  memory  of  his  ardent  eyes, 
his  gay  laughter,  the  touch  of  his  lips  on  her  hands 
and  cheeks.  Had  Mac  come  home  that  Christmad, 
her  doom  would  have  been  sealed.  The  light  by 
which  she  steered  had  suddenly  gone  out,  and  she 
could  no  longer  distinguish  the  warning  coast  lights 
from  the  harbor  lights  of  home. 

But  Mac  had  not  come  at  Christmas,  neither  had 
he  come  ih  the  summer,  and  Nance's  emotional 
storm  was  succeeded  by  an  equally  intolerable  cahn. 
Back  and  forth  from  factory  to  boarding  home  she 
trudged  day  by  day,  and  on  Sunday  she  divided  her 
wages  with  Mrs.  Snawdor,  on  the  condition  that 
she  should  have  a  vote  in  the  management  of  family 
affairs.  By  this  plan  Lobelia  and  the  twins  were 
kept  at  school,  and  Mr.  Snawdor's  feeble  efforts  at 
decent  living  were  staunchly  upheld. 

When  the  epidemic  broke  out  in  Calvary  Alley, 
and  Mrs.  Snawdor  signaled  for  help,  Nance  re- 
^Mjoded  to  the  cry  with  positive  enthusiasm.  Here 
was  something  stimulating  at  last.  There  was  im- 
mediate work  to  be  done,  and  she  was  the  one  to 
doit 

As  she  hurried  up  the  steps  of  Number  One,  she 
found  young  Dr.  Isaac  Lavinski  superinteiding  the 
construction  of  a  temporary  door. 

"  You  can't  come  in  here  I "  he  called  to  her,  per- 
emptorily.   "We're     in     quarantine.    I've    got 
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S^  to  «  .lr«dy  to  .pr«d  the  di««  ,n  over 
*«°^Th«emo«c««  to-night  Mr,.  Smdt.' 
fyinptonu  are  very  tuspidoiM.    Dr.  Adair  Uc^ 

I^.  ^/  «  "^  "'""dc  to  «ive^^^- 
It  s  going  to  be  a  tussle  aU  right  I"  ™™"»- 

ev«  a  fight  was  going  on.  was  facing  Z^^ 
^^-^ofavaliamsoidieront^eve^oftl: 

Jlu '"  f  i^«  *°  •"'?  y°^  Ik«' "  Nance  cri«l  i.^ 
•tanUy.      I 've  come  to  stay  'til  it ',  over." 
But  Isaac  barred  the  way. 

"Yon  can't  come  in,  I  ten  yon  I  I 've  cleared  the 
decks  for  action.  Not  another  p.r«m  bwSTdo^ 
tor  Mdnune  are  goi^g  to  pass  over  this  threAoMT- 
Look  here  Ike  Lavinski,"  cried  Nance,  indig- 
mmtly  .'you  ""to*  a»  wdl  as  me  that  0^^ 
«»^,that  onght  to  be  don.  „p  .here  at  th^nal 

"They  -n  have  to  go  undone."  said  Isaac,  firmly 

Sh^^teH^  "^  "^  *^  "  ^««'"  "^•" 
Me  waited  for  an  opportune  moment  when  Ike's 

^J^  ^Jr""-'  **"  *•  '"^  """"d  *el^! 
"w  of  the  house  and  threaded  her  way  down  the 
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dark  passage,  until  she  reached  the  fire-escape. 
There  were  no  lights  in  the  windows  as  she  climbed 
past  them,  and  the  place  seemed  ominously  stiH 

At  the  third  platform  she  scrambled  over  a  wash- 
tub  and  a  dozen  plaster  casts  of  Pocahontas, —  Mr. 
Snawdor's  latest  venture  in  industry, —  and  crawled 
through  the  window  into  the  kitchen.  It  was  evi- 
dent at  a  glance  that  Mrs.  Snawdor  had  at  last 
found  that  long-talked-of  day  off  and  had  utilized 
it  in  cleaning^  up.  The  room  did  n't  look  natural  in 
its  changed  condition.  Neither  did  Mrs.  Snawdor, 
sitting  in  the  gloom  in  an  attitude  of  deep  dejection. 
At  sight  of  Nance  at  the  window,  she  gave  a  cry 
of  relief. 

"Thank  the  Lord,  you've  come!"  she  said. 
**  Can  you  beat  this?  Havin'  to  climb  up  the  out- 
side of  yer  own  house  like  a  fly !  They  *vc  done  sent 
Fidy  to  the  pest-house,  an'  scattered  the  other  chil- 
dem  all  over  the  neighborhood,  an*  they  got  me 
fastened  up  here,  like  a  hen  in  a  coop ! " 

"  How  is  he?  "  whispered  Nance,  glancing  toward 
the  inner  room. 

"  Ain't  a  thing  the  matter  with  him,  but  the  lum- 
bago. Keeps  on  complainin'  of  a  pain  in  his  back. 
I  never  heard  of  such  a  hullabaloo  about  nothin'  in 
all  my  life.  They  '11  be  havin'  me  down  with  small- 
pox next.     How  long  you  goin'  to  be  here?  " 

Nance,  taking  off  her  hat  and  coat,  announced 
that  she  had  come  to  stay. 
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Mrs.  Snawdor  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief 

ueve  I  U  step  down  an'  set  with  Mis'  Smelts  fer  a 
•pelL    I  arnt  been  oflf  the  place  fer  two  days" 

A  /x?   Z"^^  *   "*""**'    ^'^»«^'»   Uncle    Ted? 
AndMr.  Demry?"  '' 

''  They  're  done  bounced  too  I    Anybody  teU  you 

^outyerUnde  Jed's  patent?    They  «7he  stalids 

"  I  don't  care  what  they  say ! "  cried  Nance,  dis- 

clothes  with  'em?  Did  you  see  if  Uncle  Jed  had 
his  sweater?  Have  you  washed  the  bedclothes  that 
was  on  Fidy's  bed  ?  " 

Mrs.  Snawdor  shook  her  head  impatiently. 
I  didn't  an' I  ain't  goin' to!    That  there  Ike 
Uvinskiaintgoin'tonwmef    He  took  my  Fidy 
off  to  that  there  pest-house  where  I  bet  they  oper- 
ate her.     He'll  pay  up   fer  this,  you  sJiMie 

She  began  to  cry,  but  as  Nance  was  too  much 
occupied  to  give  audience  to  her  grief,  she  betook 
herse  f  to  the  first  floor  to  assist  in  the  care  of  Mrs. 
Smelts.  lUness  in  the  abode  of  another  has  a  ro- 
mamic  flavor  that  home-grown  maladies  lack 

When  Dr.  Adair  and  Isaac  Lavinski  made  their 
rounds  at  nine  o'clock,  they  found  Nance  bending 
over  a  steaming  tub,  washing  out  a  heavy  comfort 
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''What  are  you  domg  here?"  demanded  Isaac 
In  stem  surprise. 

"  Manicuring  my  finger-nails,"  she  said,  with  an 
impudent  grin,  as  she  straightened  her  tired  shoul- 
ders. Then  seeing  Dr.  Adair,  she  blushed  and 
wiped  her  hands  on  her  apron. 

"You  don't  remember  me,  Doctor,  do  you?  I 
helped  you  with  Uncle  Jed  Burks  at  the  signal  tower 
that  time  when  the  lightning  struck  him." 

He  looked  her  over,  his  glance  traveling  from 
her  frank,* friendly  face  to  her  strong  bare  arms. 

"  Why,  yes,  I  do.  You  and  your  brother  had 
been  to  some  fancy-dress  affair.  I  remember  your 
red  shoes.  It  is  n't  every  girl  of  your  age  that 
could  have  done  what  you  did  that  night  Have 
you  been  vaccinated  ?  " 

"Twice.    Both  took." 

"  She 's  got  no  business  being  here,  sir,"  Isaac 
broke  in  hotly.     "  I  told  her  to  keq>  out." 

"Doctor!  Listen  at  me!"  pl&ided  Nance,  her 
hand  on  his  coat  sleeve.  "  Honest  to  goodness,  I 
got  to  stay.  Mrs.  Snawdor  don't  believe  it 's  small- 
pox. She'll  slip  the  children  in  when  you  ain't 
looking  and  go  out  herself  and  see  the  neighbors. 
Don't  you  see  that  somebody 's  got  to  be  here  that 
understands?" 

"The  girl's  right,  Lavinski,"  said  Dr.  Adair. 
"  She  knows  the  ropes  here,  and  can  be  of  great 
service  to  us.    The  nurse  downstairs  can't  begin 
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""ul  M,  ?°*i** "'  ■""*  "  '"<*  «  *«  patient" 

S,  »Th'  '' "  u"""  '*«•  "'*  •■«  ey«  *« 

d^ln  ^-  5'.'  """^  '■"«  ««'>t.  and  his  hands 
«o  1.  .    *       "*  ''*"  "*«i  watching  Nanc*. 

»d  «r'l"T',*!"^  °^«  <>« »'  ^^e"; 

"Hn?^"*"*"^<"°"  her  shoulder. 

"We  need  girls  like  you  up  at  the  hospital 
Have  you  ever  thought  of  takingfte  training^" 

a  .tt^L  „t' " '  "^  ""'"«'>  ^"""'^^  to  take 

^oi^^rror'-xKiv^.r-"^— o 

BTtlT^^  .""'  ^"^  *"'  •»<*  to  her  work 
^  h^aSL[:::t'«^«^°'- Adair,  hi- 

.0  .he  project  "sS,  ^7.3^?^ 

Sa^^hT^rf^  """^  ««"  «'•  Snawdo.  Who  C 

loy    f„^  ,1"^'  *~^«  »  <'°^"''  *"<"  Miss  M,S! 
toy.  m  a  becoming  uniform,  moved  in  and  out 

For  the  first  hme  since  Dan  Uwis's  manage, 
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her  old  courage  and  zest  for  life  returned,  and  when 
Mrs.  Snawdor  came  in  at  midnight,  she  found  her 
sitting  beside  her  patient  with  shining  eyes  full  of 
waking  dreams. 

"  Mis'  Smelts  is  awful  bad,"  Mrs.  Snawdor  re- 
ported, looking  more  serious  than  she  had  hereto- 
fore. "  Says  she  wants  to  see  you  before  the  nurse 
wakes  up.  Seems  like  she 's  got  somethin'  on  her 
mind." 

Nance  hurried  into  her  coat  and  went  out  into 
the  dark,  dabip  hall.  Long  black  roaches  scurried 
out  of  her  way  as  she  descended  the  stairs.  In  the 
hall  below  the  single  gas-jet  flared  in  the  draught, 
causing  ghostly  shadows  to  leap  out  of  comers  and 
then  skulk  fearfully  back  again.  Nance  was  not 
afraid,  but  a  sudden  sick  loathing  filled  her.  Was 
she  never  going  to  be  able  to  get  away  from  it  all? 
Was  that  long  arm  of  duty  going  to  stretch  out 
and  find  her  wh'irever  she  went,  and  drag  her  back 
to  this  noisome  spot?  Were  all  her  dreams  and 
ambitions  to  die,  as  they  had  been  bom,  in  Calvary 
AUey? 

Mrs.  Smelts  had  been  moved  into  an  empty  room 
across  the  hall  from  her  own  crowded  quarters,  and 
as  Nance  pushed  open  the  door,  she  lifted  a  warn- 
ing hand  and  beckoned. 

"Shut  it,"  she  said  in  a  hoarse  whisper.  "I 
don't  want  nobody  to  hear  what  I  got  to  tell  you." 
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"  Can't  it  wait,  Mrs.  Smelts  ? "  asked  lvr,„,       ■  u 

a  pitying  hand  on  the  feveri.fc  k  ""  "'"' 

long  white  scar  e«»dS  *  '"""  *"'*  " 

ml"^;:^.  ?h^d  '^"'j"  '*^"»  »-y  ■•-  toe 

Nance,IwLttol„7ouM     'V^'  «''*«• 
„p„  °«uyou.    They 've  had  to  locic  her 

smX'  *:„  i:r4^" "°"  *■'"'  *»'•  «»• 

"  M«  ^P^"8^^  >'0"  off  a  bit " 

went  r:f"KadtVV"^^'  '  '"'  ^o"'    ^he 

last  °::er  I S  witttrh"'" '; ""'  -  *« 

I  '^.nt  you  to  bum  i     M»  "^  '"■"°"- 

know."  '*'  ^*""'  «>  "o  one  won't 

Nance  went  on  mechanically  stroking  .h.      ■ 

weaJr-r.^lo^'-;'^^^-  Smelts, 
riffht  start     M^  .  ^"^  "«ver  had  the 

cirshe":^':^^:*^"'^''  ■*'-  ^"^ 

B«tshewassopurty.oh!^soX^r:;^^ 
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Nance  wiped  away  the  tears  that  trickled  down 
the  wrinkled  cheeks,  and  tried  to  quiet  her,  but  the 
rising  fever  made  her  talk  on  and  on. 

**  I  ain't  laid  eyes  on  her  since  a  year  ago  this 
fall.  She  come  home  sick,  an'  nobody  knew  it  but 
me.  I  got  out  of  her  whut  was  her  trouble,  an'  I 
went  to  see  his  mother,  but  it  never  done  no  good. 
Then  I  went  to  the  bottle  factory  an'  tried  to  get  his 
father  to  listen  — " 

"  Whose  father?  "  asked  Nance,  sharply. 

"  The  Qafke  boy's.  It  was  him  that  did  fer  her. 
I  tell  you  she  was  a  good  girl  'til  then.  But  they 
would  n't  believe  it.  They  give  me  some  money  to 
sign  the  paper  an'  not  to  tell ;  but  before  God  it 's 
him  that 's  Uie  father  of  her  child,  and  poor  Dan  — " 

But  Mrs.  Smelts  never  finished  her  sentence;  a 
violent  paroxysm  of  pain  seized  her.  and  at  dawn 
the  messenger  that  called  for  the  patient  on  the  third 
floor,  following  the  usual  economy  practised  in  Cal- 
vary Alley,  made  one  trip  serve  two  purposes  and 
took  her  also. 

By  the  end  of  the  month  the  epidemic  was  routed, 
and  the  alley,  cleansed  and  chastened  as  it  had  never 
been  before,  was  restored  to  its  own.  Mr.  Snaw- 
dor,  Fidy  Yager,  Mrs.  Smelts,  and  a  dozen  others, 
being  the  unfittest  to  survive,  had  paid  the  price  of 
enlightenment. 
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ttr  came  up  .0  him,  and  in  order  to  confirm  his  sus- 

tne  rear  passage.    In  a  circle  on  Uie  floor    f«,„ 

a  fiftt,,  arrayed  m  pmk  pajamas,  mth  her  hair  fly- 

«nored  the  fac.  aat  fte  big  Uieraiomrter  in  tte 
entry  registered  ninety-nine 

peace  of  mmd  mcreased  in  volume,  as  flie  dancer 
.x«nted  a  particularly  daring  ^^;„,  and,  tZf^ 

•'^'oT!!"'"*"*  ■'"''«'  '••'"y  "^  "er.tere  t«T 
Go  on,  do  .t  again ! "    ■'  Show  us  how  Sheeny 

came  in  an  enthusiastic  chorus.  ' 
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But  before  the  encore  could  be  responded  to,  a 
familiar  sound  in  the  court  without,  sent  the  girls 
scampering  to  their  respective  rooms. 

Dr.  Isaac,  reluctantly  relinquishing  his  chance 
for  administering  prompt  and  dramatic  chastise* 
ment,  came  down  the  stairs  and  out  to  the  entry. 

An  ambulance  had  just  arrived,  and  behind  it  was 
a  big  private  car,  and  behind  that  Dr.  Adair's  own 
neat  nmabout. 

Dr.  Adair  met  Dr.  Isaac  at  the  door. 

"  It 's  an  'emergency  case,"  he  explained  hastily. 
''I  may  have  to  operate  to-night.  Prepare  num- 
ber sixteen,  and  see  if  Miss  MoUoy  is  off  duty." 

"  She  is,  sir,"  said  Isaac,  grimly,  "  and  the  sooner 
she 's  put  on  a  case  the  better." 

"  Tell  her  to  report  at  once.  And  send  an  orderly 
down  to  lend  a  hand  with  the  stretcher." 

Five  minutes  later  an  immaculate  nurse,  every 
button  fastened,  every  fold  in  place,  presented  her- 
self on  the  third  floor  for  duty.  You  would  have 
had  to  look  twice  to  make  certain  that  that  slim, 
trim  figure  in  its  white  uniform  was  actually  Nance 
MoUoy.  To  be  sure  her  eyes  sparkled  with  the  old 
fire  under  her  becoming  cap,  and  her  chin  was  still 
carried  at  an  angle  that  hinted  the  possession  of  a 
secret  gold  mine,  but  she  had  changed  amazingly 
for  all  that  Life  had  evidently  been  busy  chiseling 
away  her  rough  edges,  and  from  a  certain  poise  of 
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tween  Dr.  Adair  Lh  !fc        "*^  '  conversation  be- 

^  "«j:<'-n»dan,."X^o:':a,t:i:""'"- 
tone  that  betolcened  tlie  limitTf  ^!-  ^  *^ '"  ' 
"aJly  must  leave  the  matter  .1  1  '^T"'  "y°" 
we  operate—"  ^"•"°  "^  Judgment.    If 

p.«d^eS'th'Tadr"Y''T  "''  *'  '"'  '-ort?" 
»'.ive  to  4itt  is.  Crjl^^ri!'^- 
must,  then  I  want  .™. .  ^?^  ""'  °'"  *at  you 

tter  can  ^  r!^::Jt''Z  "'"  ™' '"'"  "»  '- 

'^rApi*diStnot^r^-..itedtCK>,on, 
ties  with."  "°'  '  *'"8  to  take  liber- 

^o.  don't  niean  it's  too  late?    You  don't 

ward  her  With  relief     "Thic      I  '"""^  ^^ 

take  charge  of  the  case.''  '''''"""^^'>°^^"      - 

The  perturbed  lady  uncovered  one  eye. 
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"  You  are  wvt  she  is  one  of  your  very  best?  " 

**  One  of  our  best,"  said  the  doctor,  as  he  and 
Nance  exchanged  a  quizzical  smile. 

"  Let  her  go  in  to  him  now.  I  can't  bear  for  him 
to  be  alone  a  second.    As  I  was  telling  you  — " 

Nance  passed  into  the  darkened  room  and  closed 
the  door  softly.  The  patient  was  evidently  asleep; 
so  she  tiptoed  over  to  the  window  and  slipped  into 
a  chair.  On  each  side  of  the  open  space  without 
stretched  th^  vine-clad  wings  of  the  hospital,  gray 
now  under  the  starlight.  Nance's  eyes  traveled 
reminiscently  from  floor  to  floor,  from  window  to 
window.  How  many  memories  the  old  building 
held  for  her!  Memories  of  heartaches  and  happi- 
ness, of  bad  times  and  good  times,  of  bitter  defeats 
and  dearly  wcm  triumphs. 

It  had  been  no  easy  task  for  a  g^rl  of  her  limited 
education  and  undisciplined  nature  to  take  the  train- 
ing course.  But  she  had  gallantly  stood  to  her  guns 
and  out  of  seeming  defeat,  won  a  victory.  For  the 
first  time  in  her  diversified  career  she  had  woriced  in 
a  congenial  environment  toward  a  fixed  goal,  and 
in  a  few  weeks  now  she  would  be  launching  her 
own  little  boat  on  the  professicHial  main. 

Her  eyes  grew  tender  as  she  thought  of  leaving 
these  protecting  gray  walls  that  had  sheltered  her 
for  four  long  years;  yet  the  adventure  of  the  future 
was  already  calling.  Where  would  her  first  case 
lead  her? 
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tiie  present    She  went  forw  rd  and  stoooii^.ir 
just  a  piUow.  and  the  natient  fZ^u'^^  ^  ^' 

^^"N«K.I"becri«iuK«dulp«.,y.    "  Nance  M«r- 

She  rtarted  back  in  dianay. 
.     Why,    if,   Mr.    Mac!    I   HMn>.   i_     .    . 
^h.  i;-  ^  the  iadj  wt'-noX. 

own  aaction  to  note  anything,  waa  cow^.,r  u 
m.pri»ned  hand,  with  ki^j  X^  h1  " 
to  witness  that  he  was  wi^m, .    ^^         *"'*" 
l)er  of  ™-J7-       ""*'"">«  «o  undergo  any  num- 
ber^f  open.t.ons  .f  sl,e  would  nurse  him  throll^h 

Nance  escaped  from  the  room  as  Mm  n.rf,- 
««*d.    With  burninir  cheefa  .h.  "'^9^*  *"• 
Adair*,  office.  '^  "^"^  'o  "f- 

"Yon  'U  have  to  get  somebody  else  on  that  case 

work  for  Mr.  Clarke  up  at  the  bottle  factory  and  -- 
«?  there  are  reasons  why  I  don't  wanT'tTuke 

wU""'  '"*"*  «  "-  °-  "»  glasses  and 

the"  '^"r^  ""*'•"  ■»  »'<'  "«™"y.  "  to  take 
e  cases  as  they  come,  irrespective  of  likes  or 
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dislikes.    Mr.  Clarke  is  an  old  friend  of  mine,  a 
man  I  admire  and  respect." 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  know,  but  if  you  '11  just  excuse  me 
this  once  — " 

"Is  Miss  Rand  off  duty?" 

"  No,  sir.    She 's  in  ntmiber  seven." 

"Miss  Foster?" 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Then  I  shall  have  to  insist  upon  your  taking  the 
case.  I  mu^t  have  somebody  I  can  depend  upon  to 
look  after  young  Qarke  for  the  next  twenty-four 
hours.  It 's  not  only  the  complication  with  his  ap- 
pendix ;  it 's  his  lungs." 

"  You  mean  he 's  tubercular?  " 

"  Yes." 

Nance's  eyes  widened. 

"Does  he  know  it?" 

"No.  I  shall  wait  and  teU  his  father.  I 
wouldn't  undertake  to  break  the  news  to  that 
mother  of  his  for  a  house  and  lot!  You  take  the 
case  to-night,  and  I  '11  operate  in  the  morning  — " 

"  No,  no,  please.  Doctor  I  Mr.  Qarke  wouldn't 
want  me." 

"  Mr.  Clarke  will  be  satisfied  with  whatever  ar- 
rangemeni  I  see  fit  to  make.  Besides  another 
nurse  will  be  in  charge  by  the  time  he  arrives." 

"But,  Doctor—" 

A  stem  glance  silenced  her,  and  she  went  out, 
closing  the  door  as  hard  as  she  dared  behind  her. 
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•he  perfume  of  .  fad^  So^r  b^  .h""'"  '"'* 
of  Dan  was  lik»  .  .k™    "V    „      *  "'*  •"""ory 

but  n«.r"  ion™"""  "  ""  """•  '»^«'  <w' 

gaily  ttat  X  J«  "Jr  r*.^"-  **«  <"«'»«<« 
rinjonv  anrf  .ii.  ^m-    •  7  ^^^^^^  *com  was  mat- 

p.Ho,^;.ri^te"wtzt  •;ci'^.t  r 

Wance  and  found  it  wanting  *       '*  ""  ** 

inh'rSl!!"'^  T**'"«  ^"8"*'^  disturbing  woke 

-^t^Hin^tbe^lL'^rXXSat' 
Z^  »  »"»  eyes  as  they  foUow^I  her  about 

5;;^^.  tiptoed  over  to  the  uble*r«rd:rbi; 

H^^-.^ntX^^Tw^-'^  Mo,,o.  wbo 
happy  to  find  «»,e  on.  here  he  knCs     H^^^ 

Ell"^"  "  ™'"    ^""y  "»k«  him  n^^ 
But  he  has  been  wonderfuBy  good  about  letU.^^ 


II 


1.    ''■'!-■ 


ill  m.. 


358 


CALVARY  ATT  FY 


do  things  for  him.    It  s  a  tremendous  relief  to  me." 
Nance  made  a  mistake  on  the  chart  that  was  going 
to  call  for  an  explanation  later. 

"  He 's  been  losing  gromid  ever  since  last  win- 
ter," the  doting  *nother  went  on.  "  He  was  really 
quite  wel!  at  Divonne-les-Bains,  but  he  lost  all  he 
gained  when  we  reached  Pai  is.  You  see  he  does  n't 
know  how  to  take  care  of  himself;  that 's  the  trou- 
ble." 

Mac  groaned  and  she  hurried  to  him. 

"He  wants  a  cigarette.  Miss  MoUoy.  I  don't 
believe  it  would  hurt  him,"  she  said. 

"  His  throat 's  already  irritated,"  said  Nance,  in 
her  most  professional  tone.  "  I  am  sure  Dr.  Adair 
would  n't  want  him  to  smoke." 

"But  we  can't  refuse  him  anything  to-night," 
said  Mrs.  Clarke,  with  an  apologetic  smile  as  she 
reached  for  the  matches. 

Nance  looking  at  her  straight,  delicate  profile 
thrown  into  sudden  relief  by  the  flare  of  the  match, 
had  the  same  disturbing  sense  of  familiarity  that 
she  had  experienced  long  ago  in  the  cathedral 

But  during  the  next  twenty-four  hours  there  was 
no  time  to  analyze  subtle  impressions  or  to  indulge 
in  sentimental  reminiscence.  From  the  moAwnt 
Mac's  unconscious  form  was  borne  down  from  the 
operating  room  and  handed  over  to  her  care,  he 
ceased  to  be  a  man  and  became  a  critically  ill  pa- 
tient. 
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We  have  n't  much  to  work  />«»»—  -j  tn     . 
*«king  his  h«d.    ..  ^eC  ^  ^fl^-  Adair, 

He  has  burned  himself  out "  *  *"'"• 

rived  tb.  crisf irlstd  sr,"'-f^'  "" 
he  .tn.ggl«,  back  Z  SusSTL^^-  "^"'""^ 
n»nd  was  for  Nance         ™"°***  "^  •"»  first  de- 

-teitefe:',rr  r-  ^'^"^'-* 

I«^.  g««ful  giri,  nam^MoC."*^  »  "*" 

••vi.S^..X"''4'arflLr'- 
««« to  know  her  business!"  "'^s  Hanna 

"But  Mac  hates  Miss  Hannaf    H- 
hands  make  him  thint  „/Lr^      "*  **y»  her 

"■ake,  to  laTht^hl^""^.    "'"  """oy 
H, '.  t^     ^  **'  him  to  forget  the  oain 

"  Y^r  t  *!r^'^  fancy  h,  herT        "^ 

•<  It  *"J^^^*'  »  f»ncy  for  her  once  before  " 

CUr^^l^^ftrs^-V'^^"- 

#  /uu  suspect  his  every  motive     T  rir>«v  

how  you  can  h^  ».  .«^  n     *,     ^**    ^  aont  see 

^gonyi{^»)ZZrt^^^    ^f  you  had  seen  his 
ThLJu       ^  *^  ^^^^^'^  ^hat  I  have  -" 
Thus  ,t  happened  that  instead  of  keeping  Nance 
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out  of  Mac's  sight,  Mrs.  Clarke  left  no  stone  un- 
turned to  get  her  back,  and  Mr.  Clarke  was  even 
persuaded  to  take  it  up  personally  with  Dr.  Adair. 
Nance  might  have  held  out  to  the  end,  had  her 
sympathies  not   been  profoundly   stirred   by  the 
crushing  effect  the  news  of  Mac's  serious  tubercular 
condition  had  upon  his  parents.    On  the  day  they 
were  told  Mr.  Clarke  paced  the  corridor  for  hours 
with  slow  steps  and  bent  head,  refusing  to  see  peo- 
ple or  to  answer  the  numerous  inquiries  over  the 
telephone.    As   for  Mrs.   Clarke,  all  the   fragile 
prettiness  and  girlish  grace  she  had  carried  over 
mto  maturity,  seemed  to  fall  away  from  her  within 
the  hour,  leaving  her  figure  stooped  and  her  face 
settled  into  lines  of  permanent  anxiety. 

The  mother's  chief  concern  now  was  to  break 
the  news  of  his  condition  to  Mac,  who  was  already 
impatiently  straining  at  the  leash,  eager  to  get  back 
to  his  old  joyous  pursuits  and  increasingly  intol- 
erant of  restrictions. 

"  He  refuses  to  listen  to  me  or  to  his  father,"  she 
confided  to  Nance,  who  had  coaxed  her  down  to 
the  yard  for  a  breath  of  fresh  air.  "I'm  afraid 
we  Ve  lost  our  influence  over  him.  And  yet  I  can't 
bear  for  Dr.  Adair  to  teU  him.  He 's  so  stem  and 
says  such  dreadful  things.  Do  you  know  he  ac- 
tually was  heartless  enough  to  tell  Mac  that  he  had 
brought  a  great  deal  of  this  trouble  on  himself!" 
Nance  slipped  her  hand  through  Mrs.  Clarke's 
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S?;  r^l'':'.  '"""^S'y-    She  had  come  to 

"Maybe  y^  co^'JS^'hLl  !"  *'"^""«'y- 
frightening  hi,l"  '"'"  ""''"^''-d  without 

person  the  brilliancv  of  hu  !   experienced 

to  her  t«lc  ^     ^^*''  "■*'  "«^"«'  her 

"(Vi-     "  "°*'*<>  arms  on  the  foot  of  his  h«) 
Going  to  be  good  and  take  care  of  yourj  ?  " 

ti<»^h^,nt:^..'"°°*  *' '"'  ■«"-  '^^  ■»«■- 

"  Fire  away  then,"  said  Nance     "  I  -m  !.     t  • 

'^v:.'::^?t"T.' "'■""'"' '--''"'^<'^'«^ 

I  int«,H  ♦  ^r^^""^  «^°*  *^^^e  as  much  now  as 
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Nance  declined  the  invitation. 

"  Has  Dr.  Adair  put  you  wise  on  what  he 's  let- 
ting you  in  for?" 

"Ratherl  Raw  eggs,  rest,  and  rust  Mother 
put  him  up  to  it.  It 's perfect  rot  I'U  be  feeling 
fit  as  a  fiddle  inside  of  two  weeks.  All  I  need  is 
to  get  out  of  this  hole.  They  couldn't  have  kept 
me  here  this  long  if  it  had  n't  been  for  you." 

"  And  I  reckon  you  're  counting  on  going  back  and 
speeding  up  just  as  you  did  before?  " 

"Sure,  why  not?" 

'  Because  you  can't  The  sooner  you  soak  that 
in,  the  better." 

He  blew  a  succession  of  smoke  rings  in  her  direc- 
tion and  laughed. 

"  So  they  've  taken  you  into  the  conspiracy,  have 
they?  Gomg  to  frighten  me  into  the  straight  and 
narrow,  eh?  Suppose  I  tell  them  that  I'm  love- 
sick? That  there's  only  one  cure  for  me  in  the 
world,  and  that 's  you?  " 

The  ready  retort  with  which  she  had  learned  to 
parry  these  personalities  was  not  forthcoming.  She 
felt  as  she  had  that  day  five  years  ago  in  his  father's 
office,  when  she  told  him  what  she  thought  of  him. 
He  OTiiled  up  at  her  with  the  same  irresponsible 
light  in  his  brown  eyes,  the  same  eager  desire  to  side- 
step the  disagreeable,  the  old  refusal  to  accept  life 
seriously.  He  was  such  a  boy  despite  his  twenty- 
six  years.    Such  a  spoiled,  selfish  lovable  boy! 
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toT^'J^  ™*  "'•"■'y.  »^  went  .0  h.™  2 
"  See  here,  Mr.  Mar  "  «k->     •  j 

fot  to  tell  ;,u  «i„f  ^^;' r^,^  ^-^x>  "I 

teU  you  from  the  first  hnf\.  '^*""  '^^"ted  to 

off ,.  we  first,  but  your  mother  headed  him 

'^m  f  /  '^'''*  ^^^*  *t  her. 
Wftat  do  you  mean,  Nance  >  " 

p.aI^.o^ii"rA"'»dl:  1!;" '-' ""  «- 

the  far  that  hi,  om  c  W  ft  r^'  "^^'"'"e 
tiiatment.  *^  *"*■  "«°'°«»  "^ginie  of 

^S^^i^^;  ':  P^'-O  to  -iou, 
the  first  time  ietad  ^T  f "  r"^°"-  ''  *" 
fact  fa  life  f^  whl  rj  ""'  disagreeable 
eried   out  fa  ^^„*      "**  "°  'PP^^"'  and  he 

hated' those  XS°^'"rr "•""'"'•  «« 
through  life,  avoidfac  Sh,^  7*"'  ~"ehing 
their  feet  ^     If  ^  <to<««h  s,  and  trying  to  keep 

to  do  irwST.  r^h  He-dTV"  *'•  "«  "'"^ 
out  smokine  dn^L  .  %    ^  '?"'«^  ''*  >>«  'd  cut 

i««toHe,^',*'^7C'r'2"2;*'"  '»^' 
the  end  of  it  I  ^""^  '"'*  Pe^aps  die  at 

Nance  faced  the  bitter  crisis  with  hi™     u-    ■ 
-P  h..  co^nge.  strengthenfag  fa't^^J'r! 
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ing  him  for  combat  When  she  left  him  an  hour 
later,  with  his  face  buried  in  the  piUow  and  his 
hands  locked  above  his  head,  he  had  promised  to 
submit  to  the  doctor's  advice  on  the  one  condition 
that  she  would  go  home  with  him  and  start  him  on 
that  fight  for  life  that  was  to  tax  all  his  strength 
and  patience  and  self-controL 
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trees  ran  the  jramnf  r.t  «i  ^'""^^  ^ne  beech- 
weed  had  teZr  of  .f '^'  ""  •^"^  *""«  "d 
h-e  from  1^^^,^,^;^^'  'P'"'^-  A  «.ft 
n-yste-y  and  i  J^  Day  IC  da  """  t' 
»0Wh  poreh  at  HiUc«i^  Mac  dar^  I  '^  °"  *' 
with  cushions  on  a  wll^T  I  ^^  P"*?**" 
MoIIoy  sat  besidT  L  f7  ^'  *"'«  Nance 

-e  P^"  ^-'^tithTts'tf  T'  "o" 
ovtrh^d  the  warm^to*  fills' r"^'  *'"'« 
opi«of  msset     ,„^"^f;;^th„>ugh  c«.- 

Mr.  Ce'^^^ed'w,"  'f  r'"'  "**  ^  <^'^" 
"Hejs  iost  am.i„,  him^Jf  a  S^^He^Tf^ " 

"Oh,  she's  too  sensiMe  to  have  any  hope,  of 
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that  kind.  She  really  is  an  exceptionally  nice  girl 
Rather  too  frank  in  her  speech,  and  frequently  un 
grammatical  and  slangy,  but  I  don't  know  what  w 
should  do  without  her." 

But  even  Mrs.  Clarke's  complacence  was  a  bii 
shaken  as  the  weeks  slipped  away,  and  Mac's  ob- 
session became  the  gossip  of  the  household.    To  b< 
sure,  so  long  as  Nance  continued  to  regard  the 
whole  matter  as  a  joke  and  refused  to  take  Mac 
seriously,  no  harm  would  be  done.    But  that  very 
indifference  that  assured  his  adoring  mother,  at 
the  same  time  piqued  her  pride.    That  an  ordinary 
trained  nurse,  bom  and  brought  up.  Heaven  knew 
where,  should  be  insensible  to  Mac's  even  transient 
attention   abnost   amounted    to   an    impertinence. 
Quite   unconsciously   she   began   to   break   down 
N  nce's  defenses. 

"  You  must  be  very  good  to  my  boy,  dear,"  she 
said  one  day  in  her  gentle,  coaxing  way.  "  I  know 
he's  a  bit  capricious  and  exacting  at  times.  But 
we  can't  aflford  to  cross  him  now  when  he  is  just 
beginning  to  improve.  He  was  terribly  upset  last 
ni|fht  when  you  teased  him  about  leaving." 

"But  I  ought  to  go,  Mrs.  Clarke.  He'd  get 
along  just  as  well  now  with  another  nurse.  Be- 
sides I  only  promised  — " 

"Not  another  word!"  implored  Mrs.  Clarice  in 
instant  alarm.  "I  wouldn't  answer  for  the  con- 
sequences if  you  left  us  now.    Mac  goes  all  to  pieces 
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it^i  oRportuniV  oT  S^  ^,'''  *«  ""^  u„li«- 
•SWd  that  Us  chancM  fcf  ^  PhyiciaM 

•"ting  the  MlZt^^  T  "«»«  of  ar. 

fat  it  was  to  be  a  fi.h,       •  ^"^  '«»»  «"»  &»t 
gaUantly  J^  to  tS'l^f  ■»•  ^^  odd,,  and  ,h. 

«y«pathy  rf„  fr^'h*!^  »  Mac,  and  the 
aa  im«en«  pride  fa  Lrl^f*"  ^"^-  "»  """I 

For  three  months  now  sh.TT' 
"tuation.    With  mi^J      ^  «»««)Ued  the 
»a«fe  Mac  sutait  to  ?JS?  ?*"«^«"»«  'he  had 

yidd  to  hi.  e^3  ""Jl  """"f  inclination  to 

•hat  Mac  wa,  ^Z,  0^^*""^"^  "'""  >«" 
** exception  ofro^™?^?"«f°  "«*  and,  with 
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pany  them.  The  question  had  been  argued  fron 
every  conceivable  angle,  and  gradually  a  conspiracy 
had  been  formed  between  Mac  and  his  mother  U 
overcome  her  apparently  absurd  resistance. 

"  It  is  n't  as  if  she  had  any  good  reason,"  Mrs 
Clarke  complained  to  her  husband,  with  tears  ii 
her  eyes.  "  She  has  no  immediate  family,  and  sht 
might  just  as  well  be  on  duty  in  California  as  ir 
Kentucky^  I  don't  see  how  she  can  refuse  to  g« 
when  she  sees  how  weak  Mac  is,  and  how  he  de- 
pends on  her." 

"  The  girl 's  got  more  sense  than  all  the  rest  oi 
you  put  together!"  said  Mr.  Clarke.  "She  sees 
the  way  things  are  going." 

"  Well,  what  if  Mac  is  in  love  with  her?  "  asked 
Mrs.  Clarke,  for  the  first  time  frankly  facing  the 
situation.  "  Of  course  it 's  just  his  sick  fancy,  but 
he  is  in  no  condition  to  be  argued  with.  The  one 
absolutely  necessary  thing  is  to  get  her  to  go  with 
us.  Suppose  you  ask  her.  Perhaps  that's  what 
she  is  waiting  for." 

"  And  you  are  willing  to  take  the  consequences  ?  " 

"  I  am  willing  for  anything  on  earth  that  will 
help  me  keep  my  boy,"  sobbed  Mrs.  Clarke,  re- 
sorting to  a  woman's  surest  weapon. 

So  Mr.  Qarke  turned  his  ponderous  batteries 
upon  the  situation,  using  money  as  the  ammunition 
with  which  he  was  most  familiar. 

The  climax  was  reached  one  night  toward  the 
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heavy  curtaina  haH  k— «  j  *^"wrarynre.  The 
world  wiCJ^^rttTJ"""  '*"""  *«  """ 
"ony  of  dun  S.  .  V^'  "*"  *•»  •  "ft  har- 

Ptaure,;  the  floor,  w.^  1"^  t^-^f  "■'"  ««"«« 
furniture  wu  m.i«^    -I  *  ""*  n>8»;  the 

nJ^^'iIT  „^^^^^^^^^  ^-ead  tl.  letter 

of  surprise.  ^  '  ^""^  *°  exclamation 

"By  George  I    Monte  Pearc#  ;«  „«•      . 
married!"  *  "  «^°'"fi^  to  get 

Nance  laughed. 
W^o •'raTgiri?'"'^  °'  "■■•  "°""  '*««■«  down. 

hiding  a  big  fish  a^Xtt"  ^'"'  °'  '"''  **°"«« 
to^:i^':f*^'"'-<'oi»«whenyougetou. 
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"  I  intend  to  take  my  girl  along." 

"  You  11  have  to  get  her  firtt" 

Blac  turned  on  her  with  an  invalid's  fretfutoeis. 
"  See  here,  Nance/'  he  cried,  **  cut  that  out,  will 
you?  Either  you  go,  or  I  stay,  do  you  lee?  I 
know  I'm  a  fool  about  you,  but  I  can't  help  it 
Nance,  why  don't  you  love  me?" 

Nance  looked  down  at  him  helplessly.  She  had 
been  refusing  him  on  an  average  of  twice  a  day  for 
the  past  w^,  and  her  powers  of  resistance  were 
weakening.  The  hardest  granite  yields  in  the  end 
to  the  persistent  dropping  of  water.  However 
much  the  clear-headed,  independent  side  of  her 
might  *^fu8e  him,  to  another  side  of  her  he  was 
strangely  appealing.  Often  when  she  was  near  him, 
the  swift  remembrance  of  other  days  filled  her  with 
sudden  desire  to  yield,  if  only  for  a  moment,  to  his 
insatiable  demands.  Despite  her  most  heroic  reso- 
lution, she  sometimes  relaxed  her  vigilance  as  she 
did  to-night,  and  allowed  her  hand  to  rest  in  his. 

Mac  made  the  most  of  the  moment. 

"  I  don't  a.sk  you  to  promise  me  anything,  Nance. 
I  just  ask  you  to  come  with  me  1 "  he  pleaded,  with 
eloquent  eyes,  "  we  can  get  a  couple  of  ponies  and 
scour  the  trails  all  over  those  old  mountains.  At 
Coronada  there 's  bully  sea  bathing  And  the  mo- 
toring—  why  you  can  go  for  a  hundred  miles 
straight  along  the  coast  1 " 
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•omething   if   you'd    take   ^  ^"^^  *° 

h^^..    •         ^°"<"    «««e   mc   permanently   in 

Nance  laughed,  and  he  pulled  hx         vn  ««  ♦u 
arm  of  his  chair.  *^"  °"  *^« 

fo  out  to  Honolulu  .«,  ...  MontrXlJ:^' 

*^  the  Kovemor  over;  she's  promised     TT^JS 

pve  me  aiything  I  „ant,  and  TZTv^T  nu 

N«Ke  doling,  don't  leave  me  to  fiZ^^h  2- ' 

•wMrtly  business  alone! "  ^  *''  ""' 

TTiere  was  a  haunted  look  of  fear  in  his  ev«  ,. 

he  dung  to  her  that  appealed  to  iJ  Z^ZTu^ 

fonner  den»nds  had  ^  done.    InSiv^  W 

^8.  tender  h«His  dosed  over  ^T^'J^ 
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"  Nobody  expects  you  to  fight  it  through  alone/* 
she  reassured  him,  "  but  you  come  on  down  off  this 
high  horse!  We'U  be  having  another  bad  night 
the  first  thing  you  know." 

"  They  '11  all  be  bad  if  you  don't  come  with  me, 
Nance.  I  won't  ask  you  to  say  yes  to-night,  but 
for  God's  sake  don't  say  no ! " 

Nance  observed  the  brilliancy  of  his  eyes  and  the 
flush  on  his  thin  cheeks,  and  knew  that  his  fever 
was  rising.  * 

"  All  right,"  she  promised  lightly.  "  I  won't  say 
no  to-night,  if  you  '11  stop  worrying.  I  'm  going  to 
fix  you  nice  and  comfy  on  the  couch  and  not  let  you 
say  another  word." 

Jut  when  she  had  got  him  down  on  the  couch, 
nothing  would  do  but  she  must  sit  on  the  hassock 
beside  him  and  soothe  his  aching  head.  Sometimes 
he  stopped  her  stroking  hand  to  kiss  it,  but  for  the 
most  part  he  lay  with  eyes  half-dosed  and  elab- 
orated his  latest  whim. 

"  We  could  stay  awhile  in  Honolulu  and  then  go 
on  to  Japan  and  China.  I  want  to  see  India,  too, 
and  Mandalay, 

.  .  .  somewhere  east  of  Suez,  where  the  best  is  like  the 

worst, 
And  there  are  n't  no  Ten  Commandments 


—  you  remember  Kipling's  Mandalay? 
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Nance  couldn't  remember  what  she  had  never 
known  but  Ae  did  not  say  so.  Since  h«  ad"«" 
at  HUIcrest  she  had  learned  to  observe  and  uIS, 
«^*o«  comment  This  was  not  her  worirandh" 
Aiwd  common-sense  told  her  so  again  a.^d  agai^ 
mZ  •?'  ^"'^  *''°  '"°'"^  «i*  »»ch  easy  fa 

^    It  had  kept  her  wits  busy  to  meet  the  situa- 
tion   Bat  now  that  she  had  got  over  her  first 

FWtly  to  her  hkmg.    For  the  first  time  in  her  life 
»te  was  moving  in  a  world  of  beautiful  objects 
agreeable  sounds,  mitroubled  relations,  a«J  X' 

for  orier  and  beauty  and  harmony  fed  ravenously 
upon  the  luxury  around  her. 

And  this  was  what  Mac  was  offering  her,- her 
yZ\^°^  °'  '^1™'^  AUey.-who'up  lo  ft"; 

w«^^    f^^*"*    °°''*'    •"'^    confusion.    He 
wanted  her  to  marry  him ;  he  needed  her. 

tJ^  T^-!°  ""?  *°  ■"■'  """"'"S  ««*.  !>«'  eyes 
«sted  dreamily  on  the  glowing  back-log.    After  all 

o  he)  rr  "Tf"  """  *"  """y  "><•  ^'  »  "<»»« 
aril,7'^.'"**"  •"'■"?'-  Twenty-four  at 
Mr  SflL  '"'  *"  ?'"  ""'<"  And  to  think 
that  he  stUl  wanted  her  when  he  had  aU  those  girb 
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in  his  own  world  to  choose  from.  Not  many  men 
were  constant  like  that,  she  thought,  as  an  old 
memory  stabbed  her. 

Then  she  was  aware  that  her  hand  was  held  fast 
to  a  hot  cheek,  and  that  a  pair  of  burning  eyes  were 
watching  her. 

"  Nance  1 "  Mac  whispered  eagerly,  ^«j  're  giv- 
mg  in!    You  're  going  with  me! " 

A  step  in  the  hall  made  Nance  scramble  to  her 
feet  just  before  Mrs.  Clarke  came  in  from  the  din^ 
ing-room. 

"I  thought  we  should  never  get  through  din- 
ner ! "  said  that  lady,  with  an  impatient  sigh.  **  the 
bishop  can  talk  of  nothing  else  but  his  new  hobby, 
and  do  you  know  he's  actuaiiy  persuaded  your 
father  to  give  one  of  the  tenements  back  of  the 
cathedral  for  the  free  clinic! " 

Nance  who  was  starting  out  with  the  tray,  put 
it  down  suddenly. 

" How  splendid! "  she  cried.  "  Which  house  is 
it?" 

**  I  don't  know,  I  am  sure.  But  they  are  going 
to  put  a  lot  of  money  into  doing  it  over,  and  Dr. 
Adair  has  offered  to  take  entire  charge  of  it.  For 
ray  part  I  think  it  is  a  great  mistake.  Just  think 
what  that  money  would  mean  to  our  poor  mission 
out  in  Mukden!  These  shiftless  people  here  at 
home  have  every  chance  to  live  decently.    It 's  not 
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our  fault  if  they  refuse  to  take  advantaire  of  fU  • 
opportunities."  «avamage  of  their 

"But  they  don't  know  how,  Mrs    CIari«.f    u 
Dr  Adair  could  teach  the  motiers-"^ 

can't  U  taughtf  Vhrir  ^'^  *'*  "^^^^ 

her  child  than  any  man  t^*  ,  "  ^"^  ^°' 

d«r^wH,.M??r«f".lr^^t!   Mac. 

Because  I  loathe  £raoes     Mo«      •        . 
work^  Off  on  .„  oK  ^^l*;  ^^ ^  •» 
.^W  on.  at  U,e  h,»piu.?"  M,.  aXa*«, 

"  No/*  said  Nance.  "  it  'a  an  r»M ^1 

Kv«  down  in  the  4y  ^«  we^^Sr^JT'" 
He ',  b«n  sick  for  wSi  It^aU  rf^^^L'^^*- 
grapes?  »  ^^    «  »  ail  nght  about  the 

2;^^-goh>,towastethis^.    ^T^,^' 

He  shook  off  her  hand  impatiently. 
No,  I  m  not.    I   fed  liir.  .  » 
^  *inks  perha^  r„S',^  Z'^ Z 

" Of  course  she  will! "  said  Mr.  #-11 
«»fid«t  ^nile  at  the  giri.""?.  ^r.^^  J„*^« 
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so  good  to  her  that  she  will  not  have  the  heart  to 
refuse." 

Mrs.  Clarke  with  her  talent  for  self-deception 
had  almost  convinced  herself  that  Nance  was  a 
fairy  princess  who  had  languished  in  a  nether  world 
of  obscurity  until  Mac's  magic  smile  had  restored 
her  to  her  own. 

Nance  evaded  an  answer  by  fleeing  to  the  white 
and  red  breakfast-room  where  the  butler  was  laying 
the  cloth  fdr  her  dinner.  As  a  rule  she  enjoyed 
these  tete-a-tctes  with  the  butler.  He  was  a  solemn 
and  pretentious  Englishman  whom  she  delighted 
m  shocking  by  acting  and  talking  in  a  manner  that 
was  all  too  natural  to  her.  But  to-night  she  sub- 
mitted quite  meekly  to  his  lordly  condescension. 

She  ate  her  dinner  in  dreamy  abstraction,  her 
thoughts  on  Mac  and  the  enticing  prospects  he  had 
held  out  After  all  what  was  the  use  in  fitting 
against  all  the  kindness  and  affection?  If  they 
were  willing  to  take  the  risk  of  her  going  with  them 
why  should  she  hesitate  ?  They  knew  she  was  poor 
and  uneducated  and  not  of  their  world,  and  they 
could  n't  help  seeing  that  Mac  was  in  love  with  her. 
And  still  they  wanted  her. 

California!  Honolulu  I  Queer  far-off  lands 
fuU  of  queer  people  1  Big  ships  that  would  carry 
her  out  of  the  sight  and  sound  of  Calvary  Alley 
forever  1    And  Mac,  well  and  happ-   naking  a  man 
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Of  h^f.  giving  her  everythin,  i„  «,.  ,<„„  *e 

jmt  su^rf  i"'-;  ^'''*  *""  «'>'■■■'?•  "I  have 
i«n  X1^,  r '^^"^  "P  «'^  a  -.  I  have 

Lewi,.  tl«  on,,  .^  inXpart  of  th^  '^Tf 
tms  to  be  able  to  cone  wi.lTA-  *«  """"y  who 
labor."  '  «>  «>pe  with  the  problem  of  union 

A  son  of  General  Lewis?  " 

» J  ^°'  ""■    •''"'  '  «»mnon  workman  who  »ot  l,;. 
training  at  our  factory.     He  lefTm.  «      ^    • 

years  ago  without  rkymi  or  rSsonJ^  !  °'  '" 
the  Ohio  Glass  Worte  wh^rV  "T  ""^  *° 
name  for  himself  it  Jv^  *?  ""^  ""'"«  •>""«  » 
but  he  com^to  V,  J  k  *^'''  *°  «"  "^  hack, 
one  „f  r^  *  •*"«*  "«t  monUi.    He  is 

one  of  those  rare  men  you  read  al»..»  w     ij 

find,  a  practical  idealist "  ^  '™'  '^**' 

the'f  *  ill;"  'r  ""'""*"'•  "''  "■'">«'  «"ongh 
"M  naa  been  hers  now  for  three  months.  All  fh« 
deliaou,  languor  of  the  past  hour  was  gone^ 
m  rts  place  was  a  turmoil  of  hope  and  fa^  ^ 
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doubt  Dan  was  coming  back.  The  words  beat 
on  her  brain.  He  cared  nothing  for  her,  and  he 
was  married,  and  she  would  never  see  him,  but  he 
was  coming  back. 

She  opened  the  drawer  of  her  dressing  table  and 
took  out  a  small  faded  photograph  which  she  held 
to  the  silk-shaded  lamp.  It  was  a  cheap  likeness 
of  an  awkward-looking  working-boy  in  his  Sunday 
clothes,  a  stiff  lock  of  unruly  hair  across  his  tem- 
ple, anc  a  pair  of  fine  earnest  eyes  looking  out  from 
slightly  scowling  brows. 

Nance  looked  at  it  long  and  earnestly;  then  she 
flung  it  back  in  the  drawer  with  a  sigh  and,  putting 
out  the  light,  went  down  again  to  her  patient 
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MR.  DEMRY 

A     «na  Iruit,  Nance  was  settine  forth  fn,  r.i 
vao,  Alley,  when  Mrs.  Clarke  JL  ^  h.    » 
»n  upper  window.  ^  *°  ""^  *'™" 

do^n^e^^'cC*"""  *^"'"'  ^  "*"  **•  ^<» 

tinii'^^rr^Cir,.™'""''**'-""^'"*^ 

lev  I  ™?^  '^'P'y  •"  *«  ««'«  »«»««»  in  the  Z. 

4«»n5hihrat4;r--rcC:'i' 

amusing  her  oatienf  or,5      r"^^<^<^-    Aside  from 

"«»  too  light  to  be  interesting.    The  luxunr 
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that  at  first  had  so  thrilled  her  was  already  begin- 
ning to  paU.  She  wanted  to  be  out  in  the  open 
alone,  to  feel  the  sharp  wind  of  reality  in  her  face, 
while  she  thought  things  out 

"  I  am  going  to  the  cathedral,"  said  Mrs.  Qarke. 
emerging  from  the  door,  foUowed  by  a  maid  carry- 
ing coats  and  rugs.  "  But  I  can  drop  you  wher- 
ever you  say." 

"  I  '11  go  there,  too,"  said  Nance  as  she  took  her 
seat  m  the  oar.  "  The  old  gentleman  I  'm  taking 
the  thmgs  to  lives  just  back  of  there,  in  the  very 
house  Dr.  Adair  is  trying  to  get  for  the  clinic." 

"Poor  soul!"  said  Mrs.  Qarke  idly,  as  she 
viewed  with  approval  Nance's  small  brown  hat  that 
so  admirably  set  off  the  lights  in  her  hair  and  the 
warm  red  t*      of  her  skin. 

"  He 's  beta  up  against  it  something  fierce  for 
oyer  a  year  now."  Nance  went  on.  "  We  Ve  helped 
him  aU  he  'd  let  us  since  he  stopped  playing  at  the 
theater." 

"Playing?"  Mrs.  Qarke  repeated  the  one 
word  that  had  caught  her  wandering  attention.  "  Is 
he  an  actor?" 

"  No;  he  is  a  musician.  He  used  to  play  in  big 
orchestras  in  New  York  and  Boston.    He  plays  the 

For  the  rest  of  the  way  into  town  Mrs.  Qarke 
was  strangely  preoccupied.  She  sat  very  straight, 
with  eyes  slightly  contracted,  and  looked  absently 
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out  of  the  window.  Once  or  twice  dw  began  a  «,. 
toK*  without  fefahing  it  At  the  catheTri  .^ 
•he  U.d  a  draining  hand  on  N«Ke'.  arm.         ^^ 

By  the  way,  what  did  yon  „y  wa,  the  name  of 
the  <dd  man  you  are  going  to  «ee?"  "™««« 

•' I  never  said.    It'aDemiy." 

^^But  .t  ,  m  a,e  alley,  Mrs.  Clarke;  it 's  awfuC/ 

he^]^!^'"''"'*^''"""''"*^-    Can  we  go  through 
So  impatient  was  she  that  she  did  not  wait  for 

hAcps  study  and  down  the  concrete  walk  to  the 
gate  that  opened  into  the  alley. 

"Look  out  for  your  skirt  against  the  garbaee 
barrd  "  warned  Nance.    It  emterrassed  hS  j^ 

«»  od«,  that  must  ofifend  her  nostrils,  the  iivitoMe 
sights  that  awaited  her  in  Number  One.    She  onlv 

S  ^'  ""•   ^^'°'''  «>rf-I«Pe«d  h«d 
mi^t  not  appear  on  the  upper  landing. 

tientl^        ™^^"  ^"'^'^  ""•  ^^-  ™I»- 

Najice  led  4e  way  into  the  dark  hall  where  . 

half-dozen  ragged,  dirty-faced  chfld,^  were  trying 


■  ;    1 

i  I 


aSa 


CALVARY  ALLEY 


to  drag  a  still  dirtier  pup  up  the  stain  by  means  of 
a  twine  string. 

"In  here.  Mrs.  Clarke."  said  Nance,  pushing 
open  die  door  at  the  left 

The  outside  shutters  of  tiie  big  cold  room  were 
partiy  closed,  but  the  light  from  between  them  fell 
witii  startiing  effect  on  the  white,  marble-like  face 
of  the  old  man  who  lay  asleep  on  a  cot  in  front 
of  the  empty  fireplace.  For  a  moment  Mrs.  Clarke 
stood  looking  at  him;  tiien  with  a  smothered  cry 
she  bent  over  him. 

"Father!  "she  cried  sharply.  "Oh,  God!  It's 
my  father!" 

Nanc#^  caught  her  breath  in  amazement;  then 
her  bewUdercd  gaze  fell  upon  a  familiar  object. 
There,  in  its  old  place  on  the  mantel  stood  the 
miniature  of  a  pink  and  white  maiden  in  tiie  pink 
and  white  dress,  with  the  golden  curt  across  her 
shoulder.  In  the  delicate,  beautiful  profile  Nance 
read  the  amazing  truth. 

Mr.  Demry  sighed  heavily,  opened  his  eyes  with 
an  effort  and,  looking  past  the  bowed  head  beside 
him,  held  out  a  feeble  hand  for  the  flowers. 

«^^*!*"'  ^^'  ^^^^"  »»<i  Nance,  breathlessly. 

Here  s  a  lady  says  she  knows  you.  Somebody 
you  have  n't  seen  for  a  long,  long  time.  WiU  you 
look  at  her  and  try  to  remember  ?  " 

His  eyes  rested  for  tiie  fraction  of  a  minute  on 
the  agonized  face  lifted  to  his,  tiien  dosed  wearily. 
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D«„or«ti"  ^    ^""  '^"'h'"'   Eli* 

"Demortjt,"  he  repeated,  and  nnilMl     "h-> 

wild  r'?Se*^,?i;* '"■'" *^" "'<"  Mrs.  Clarke. 

I  «n  rive  hL  P^'Vr^  '°"'°«  "'«"  "•««'/ 
»  can  give  him.  Poor  Father,  don't  you  want  ti 
come  home  with  Elise? "  "you  want  to 

"I  live  at  Number  One,  Calvary  Alley,"  „id  Mr 
Ot  comer,  the  childnm  JZJ'  "  «"  ""  '^ 

me  find  him,  but  they  put  me  off     Th.«  t      . 
absorbed  in  Mac  tha.'^he  drZ  e^e,^"  ^.f  ~ 

S"P  "^wlo""".  'T/:!!'''  --^^  ^i-wC 
orSl??"°"«  •""■"*"'"?    Who  take,  c«e 

Nance,  with  her  arms  about  Mrs.  Clarice,  told  her 
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u  gently  a.  die  could  Of  Mr.  Demry'.  advent  Into 
S!/Sl^  l^T^y^  b«^o~.  of  hi.  frienddiip 
with  the  children,  his  occasional  lapses  from  grace, 
tnd  the  steady  decline  of  his  fortune. 

"We  must  get  him  away  from  here  I "  cried  Mrs! 
Ctorke  when  she  had  gained  control  of  herself. 

Go  somewhere  and  telephone  Mr.  Oarke.  Tele- 
phone Dr  Adair.  Tell  him  to  bring  an  ambulance 
and  Miother  nurse  and -and  plenty  of  blankets. 
Telephone  to  the  house  for  them  to  get  a  room 
J«^.^But    wait -there's    Mac -he    mustn't 

It  was  the  old.  old  mother-ciyl  Keep  it  from 
Mac,  spare  Mac,  don't  let  Mac  suffer.  Nun. - 
■etted  on  it  now  to  further  her  designs. 

"You  go  back  to  Mr.  Mac,  Mrs.  Qarke.    I'll 

^y^^^^^^^^^^rmng.  You  go  ahead 
and  get  thmgs  ready  for  us." 

.if'^f,^"*  ?''^*'  "'^  *°  **^»"fi^  *^«  «a«>»t  way. 
aUowed  herself  to  be  persuaded,  and  after  one  agon- 
«ed  look  at  the  tranquil  face  on  the  pillow,  hu^ed 
away. 

Nance,  shivering  with  the  cold,  got  together  the 
few  articles  that  constituted  Mr.  Demry's  worldly 
possessions.  A  few  shabby  garments  in  the  old 
wardrobe,  the  miniature  on  the  shelf,  a  stack  of 
weU-worn  books,  and  the  violin  in  its  rosewood 
case  Everything  else  had  been  sold  to  keep  the 
teeWe  flame  aHvt  in  that  wasted  old  form. 
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ft«t  Mr..  Clarke-,  own  father  bad  hidden  away  here 

dhildw,  poor  to  the  point  of  .tarva^  ZkZ 
*e  point  of  death,  grappling  with  hi,  ^at  weak! 
new  m  heroic  silence,  and  going  down  to  utte^lh. 

A.  the  old  man',  fairy  tale,  had  long  ago  .tiried 
Nance  .unagination  and  wakened  her  toX  Zm 

to  Si  IT /T"  «'°'y  °'  renunciation,  called  oui 
to  the  «,nl  of  her  and  rou«d  in  her  a  .^gTntw 
•«nse  of  .piritual  beauty.  '^ 

Fw  one  week  he  lived  among  the  luxuriou.  »ir 
rounding,  of  hi.  daughter-^  hon^.    Ev^W.^ 

^b^^wTS'-    »"">*  ^w  only  the  «,rd." 

hS^L  °"'''  **  '°™* «°  "W*  his  old  ear. 

bad  become  accustomed. 

"You  would  better  move  my  cot,  Nancv"  h, 
w«*l  s^,  plucking  at  the  silke/coveVlid  ?Th5 
•"scrubbing  the  iJoor  up  in  the  Uvinrici  flat    TU 
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water   ilways    comes    through"     A^a    x_.  '    . 
would  sav    "Tf;c    .     ^°"8^n.      And   igam   he 

am  aL^  !  "'"  ^""^  ^*"n  «  here,  but  I 

am  afraid  you  are  burning  too  much  coal  diar     I 
cannot  get  another  bucket  until  Saturd^  »  ^ 

One  day  Mrs.  Clarke  saw  him  take  from  his  tray 
covered  with  delicacies,  a  half-eaten  roH  TnAv 
it  under  his  pillow.  "^''-^^^  roll  and  slip 

"sIvT'itTr  r*  ''"  ^'  ""^''^''^  confidentially, 
save  It  for  to-morrow."    In  vain  thev  tried  to 

S'imTn^  n  'r  "^  ^^'^y  thatKled 
Mr.Zlv    ^'  "^"''^  '°  ^  ^"^«h^  by  death 

the  children  were  with  him. 
"  Gently  I  gently  I "  he  would  say;  "  there  is  room 

whiovM.  (.:.        •'^"^'oyf      And  then  he  would 

mi^f^K?  '^™''  ""'■''■"S  »t  the  ceiling,  and 
m^  feebles  gestures  with  his  wasted  old  tnds 
The  end  came  one  day  after  he  had  Iain  ft 

"  ^  """'  KO  -  to  the  _  theater,  Nancy,"  he  m,  v- 
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no    want  —  to    be  — a  — bur- 


mured.    "I  — do 
den." 

They  laid  the  instruintnt  ir  his  arniQ   o«^  u- 

Slrm  hU     '''"T"' '"'«' '»"  "  K'"*  light 
s^iT^Z'^t:    "'•  ^^'■y'  "'ho  "as  used  to 

That  night,  worn  with  nursing  and  fuU  of  erief 

^t^bor;::^  °^''",°"  ^""""-  N»ce  .hre^i 
CMt  about  her  and   shpped  out  on  the  terrar. 

Above  her,  nebulous  stars  were  already  apS' 
and  thdr  twinkUng  was  answered  J  ^^.^ 
^«uns  .n  Ae  city  below.  Against  the  vel^^S 
two  tall  objects  towereH  in  S,^  J-  -L  *^*7^  °"sk 
tifiil  r«*»,;       •   ^°^™  *"  "^e  distance,  the  beau- 

^don'tlcnow  which  is  worse."  thought  Nance 
t«rcdy,  to  be  down  there  in  the  mess,  fighting 
and  strugghng  and  su«fering  to  get  the  oZ 

^  Zt"  T^"  ^^  *«  ~iS  whthat  ^ 
got  anything  jeft  ^  wish  for.    I  wid,  life  wasn't 

i "^t^tg-o^-" '  "'* "-" «--  ^Hd' 

She  leaned  her  elbows  on  the  raihng  and  watched 
the  new  moon  dodging  behind  the  tr^  i^^^ 
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life,  at  first  bitterly  and  tebdliously,  then  with 
<lawning  comprehension   of   its   meLnine     Af„ 
aU  was  the  bishop.  „ia,  his  conspic^^^vTrtues  In. 
old  Mf  S  <«^*!  Of   Mdrl.  any'  '^Z 
lliL?^'  *'*  *"'  ^"^^  »"  '^  his  beau- 

m  contact?    Was  Mr.  Clarke,  working  childZ 
«nder  age  in  the  factory  to  build  up  ?„*   fo^ 
taw  for  his  son.  ver,  difl'erent  from  Mr.  utUk 
w^a.  fas  sweat-shop,  hoarding  pennies  forl,?^: 

t?r  ^^f  ^'i  *""•  Oark^shirking  h„  d^ 
to  her  father,  any  happier  or  any  better  than  M« 
Snawdor,  shirking  hers  to  her  children?  wS  MaT 
^ored  and  petted  and  protected,  any  bett"^ 
B.rd,e,  now  m  the  state  asylum  paying  fte  p«^Z? 
theirjomt  misdeed?  Was  the^g^y  m*^!^ 
house  to*  of  her  ^  more  poignTLn  Z  ^l 

^A  J  ?  ^"  ^'°^  ^y  ■»*  «o  an  insane  ^4fe 
and  burdened  with  a  child  that  was  not  his  o™> 
She  «emed  to  see  for  the  first  time  the  great  Xl 
n-Mtmg  taith  that  the  things  that  make  ^  ml 
;"*«"""  "«  »'™>ger  than  the  thing,  ZZ:l 
tf«m  difrerent  And  in  this  realizatit;  „  ^! 
whelming  ambition  seized  her.  Some  hidden^, 
■hal  force  ,»se  to  lift  her  out  of  the  conte^Iati^ 

ieVhrfX:^.^"'°~'"«^«-^*^^ 

After  aU,  those  people  down  there  in  Calvary 
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out  and  aC  toTin^  ."^  °'  ""'  '"«  "•  ««« 
Other,  miStteto  f,l  r""  "^""^  ~"«  •»*• 
nificent  e^otisin  «*        ...  ^**  "^e  mag- 

^P«..c  for  the  *^Tth"e  Ss""';':%r<' 
each  ^h  *  ^  *•  I""'  "■<"  «»*«  them  serve 

ch~rf"%1s  she'-  .!^^  r",««-"8."  she  said 
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THE  JTEW  FOKEUAN 

T'^i^r.^™"'  "''°  "^  *^^  to  CIaAe'» 

fromjhe  ooe  who  had  walked  out  of  it  five  years 
oefore.  He  had  gone  out  a  stern,  unfomvine 
young  ascetic,  accepting  no  compro;ise,  d^T 
.ng  perfection  of  himself  and  of  his  mo^ 
The  v^y  subhrnity  of  hi,  dream  doomed  it  to  fail- 

he  had  struggled  to  a  foothold  on  Ufe  that  had 

wllir^^  •««•  «he  fi"y  f-mace  inl^ch 

ol'CL^.'*"  ""*"«• '°  «"-  '^  '^  "amp 

For  his  hour  of  indiscretion  he  had  paid  to  the 
last  ounce  of  his  strength  and  comage.  Mt^^ 
»ght  m  Ae  lodging-house,  theTLmed  to  ^ 
b«one  nght  course,  and  he  took  it  with  unflinching 

oU  vain,  querulous  self,  he  valiantly  bore  his  bur- 
<?«,  takmg  any  menial  work  that  he  could  find  to 

ago 
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do  and  getting  a  sort  of  grim  satisfaction  out  of 
wl«t  he  regarded  as  expiation  for  his  sin. 
But  when  he  became  aware  of  Birdie's  con 

^tragedy  broke  upon  him  in  aU  of  its  horr™.' 
Th«  he.  too.  Ion  sight  of  the  shore  light,,  and 

Ohio  Glass  Works,  where  his  abilities  soon  began 
o  be  recognized.  Instead  of  working  now  w^ 
tmghng  enthusiasm  for  Nance  and  the  hon^sud^k 
cottage,  he  worked  doggedly  and  furi^yTo  ^^^^ 
^  mcf^.ng  expense  of  Birdie's  wastef*Lss  aS 
the  mamtenance  of  her  child. 

Y«r  by  year  he  forged  ahead,  gaining  a  repuU- 
to»  for  sound  judgment  and  fair  dealing'^.hat^e 
torn  an  mval,able  spokesman  betw^Z  «npIoyer 
and  tfie  employed.    He  set  himself  serioudy  to 

toe  femi«,t  of  mirest  among  the  working  classes 
He  made  hmiself  familiar  with  socialistic  i,d  iS 

r^  J*  '^'"«  ""*  '"■"""e  **«•  the  prob- 
es of  organ«ed  industrialism.  His  hones?  «- 
2f  "t  agamst  the  injustice  shown  the  bborir« 
n»n  was  always  nicely  balanced  by  his  intolerant 
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of  the  haste  and  ignorance  and  misrepresentation 
of  the  labor  agitators.  He  was  one  of  the  few 
men  who  could  be  called  upon  to  arbitrate  differ- 
«ices,  whom  both  factions  invariably  pronounced 
square."  When  pressure  was  brought  to  bear 
upon  him  to  return  to  Clarke's,  he  was  in  a  posi- 
tion to  dictate  his  own  terms. 

It  was  the  second  week  after  his  reinstatement 
that  he  came  up  to  the  office  one  day  and  unex- 
pectedly encountered  Nance  MoUoy.  At  first  he 
did  not  recognize  the  taU  young  lady  in  the  well- 
cut  brown  ^it  with  the  bit  of  fur  at  the  neck  and 
wnsts  and  the  jaunty  brown  hat  with  its  dash  of 
gold.  Then  she  looked  up,  and  it  was  Nance's  old 
smile  that  flashed  out  at  him,  and  Nance's  old  im- 
pulsive  self  that  turned  to  greet  him. 

For  one  radiant  moment  all  that  had  happened 
smce  they  last  stood  there  was  swept  out  of  the 
memory  of  each;  then  it  came  back;  and  they  shook 
hands  awkwardly  and  could  find  little  to  say  to  each 
oAer  m  the  presence  of  the  strange  stenographer 
who  occupied  Nance's  old  place  at  the  desk  by  the 
wmdow.  ^ 

"  They  told  me  you  were  n't  working  here."  said 
Dan  at  length.  ^ 

*/'^i*  "°**    ^'^^  J"®*  ^^^  on  ao  «nand  for 
Mrs.  Clarke." 

Dan's  eyes  searched  hers  in  swift  inquiry. 

"  I  'm  a  trained  nurse  now,"  she  said,  determined 
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1"! *!«?"«»«<»  Kghtly.    "Youmnemberhow 
"«yIu«dtobeaboutdopmgp«,pk?.. 
He  did  not  a.,OTrer,  and  she  hurried  on  u  if 

"  Not  yet" 

"Lots  of  changes  since  the  old  days     Mr  «;««», 
do^and  FMy  .„d  m«j  Sn,elu  Ar.""^^, 
gone.    Have  you  heard  about  Mr.  Demty?" 

hen  but  he  was  ookmg  at  her  searchingly,  brood- 
■ngly.  with  growing  insistence, 
^e  hammering  of  the  type-writer  was  the  only 
sound  tuat  broke  the  ensuing  pause.  '^ 

De«ti»!  ™r"  "*"'•  °"''"  "''<'  Nance  in  des- 
•^A    w     ^•^  y°"  '■""«  now? " 

Tedtm"'^"''''-  «"«'»  going  to  .Jce  care  of 
JlJf^  °'"  ^  '"«°*-  How  old  is  he 
^<H^fte  first  time  Dan's  face  lit  up  with  his  fine, 

JL^tLf'^  ^f*'  "^  *^«  """rtest  kid  that 
ever  hved     You'd  be  crazy  about  him,  I  k^ 

L:::etim'?^°"'=^''"-'^-*--«^. 

,  «»waa  sne  gathered  up  her  muff  and  gloves 
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and,  leavittg  a  message  for  Mr.  Clarke  whh  tiie 
ttcnographer,  prepared  to  depart 

"  I  am  thinking  about  going  away,"  she  said.  "  I 
may  go  out  o  California  next  week." 

I^xru^^^  enthusiasm  died  out  of  Dan's  face. 

H„ti         u  'Jf^^  ^"^  *°  California?  "  he  asked 
dully,  as  he  f oUowed  her  into  the  haU. 

fhH!  "?r  ^u  "^l^  *  ^^^^'    "*^«  yo"  l^eafd  of 
u       ,^*    *^  '*  *"  **  t^e  Clarkes'  ?  " 

"It's  Mr  Mac.  He's  got  tuberculosis,  and 
they  are  takifag  him  out  to  the  coast  for  a  year 
1  ney  want  me  to  go  along." 

I>an's  face  hardened. 

"So  it  '8  xMac  Clarke  stUl  ?  "  he  asked  bitterly. 

«w,%'°"'J*^«^  ^*"''  *°  ^*  "^"^^^  a«d  she 
Wheeled  on  him  mdignantly. 

"See  here,  Dan  I  I  've  got  to  put  you  straight  on 
a  thing  or  two.  Where  can  we  go  to  have  this 
busmessout?" 

He  led  her  across  the  hall  to  his  own  small  oflSce 
and  closed  the  door. 

"I'm  going  to  tcU  you  something,"  she  said, 
facing  him  with  blazing  eyes,  "and  I  don't  care  a 
hang  whether  you  believe  it  or  not.    I  never  was 

Si  7'7''^T^''  ^^'^^    ^'"^  *^«  ^y  yo^  left 
this  factory  I  never  saw  or  wrote  to  him  until  he 

was  brought  to  the  hospital  last  July,  and  I  was 

put  on  the  case.    I  didn't  have  anything  more  to 
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do  with  him  than  I  did  with  vnu     i 

know  bow  much  that  WM I  "'^^'    ^  «"«»  >"» 

j^  What  about  now?    A«  you  going  west  with 

Dan  confronted  her  with  A*  •««,-   * 

»  ^  c,«  th«  had  .hon':*  ^'^d^y'S  r  J 
m  tlu,  very  place,  five  year,  ago.        ^      '  ^'^' 

N  J,  r'*  """^  "'"*"■  I  •">  or  noti"  cried 

-^.aaXXv'e'X'tiSrhT"^-"'"'" 
depends  on  me     nf\      ^  ?  "^  ^*  «^*"^"8^  ^eU 

is  he  still  m  love  witii  you? " 
toltxTZ:-  '^^•^"  "'■'  ''««'  »  'he  door 
Hillcrest.  ^  ^'^^  ^^  returned  to 

stopped  her  *  ''''''*^'  ^^«>  Dan 

"  I  'm  sorry  I  spoke  to  you  like  that,  Nance  "  he 
said,  scowling  at  the  floor     «  t  »«-      *  *^a«^.    ne 

be  asking  you  questio^  «;  c  J  •  •  ^°'  u  °  "^*»*  *^ 
nr  „,i^  4«csuons,  or  critiazing  what  vou  do 

You  W*  got  the  right  I "  declared  Nance  with 

°~  of  her  quick  change,  of  mood.     "  C2n^ 

"n*  anythmg  you  like.    I  mea  w,  r.»  Vi  . 

friend,,  can't  we  ?  "  *'"">"'  "* 

"No,"  Mid  Dan,  dowly,  "I  don't  think  we  can. 
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I  did  n't  count  on  seeing  you  like  this,  juit  ui  two 
together,  alone.  I  thought  you 'd  be  mtrried  maybe 
or  moved  away  some  place." 

It  was  Nance's  time  to  be  silent,  and  she  listened 
with  wide  eyes  and  parted  lips. 

"I  nmrtn't  see  you-alone— any  more. 
Wance,    Dan  went  on  haltingly.    "  But  while  we 

jre  here  I  want  to  teU  you  about  it    Just  this  once. 
Nance,  if  you  don't  mind." 

He  crossed  over  and  stood  before  her,  his  hands 
gnppmg  a  chair  back. 

"  When  I  went  av/av  from  here."  he  began  "  I 
thought  you  had  passed  me  up  for  Mac  Qarke.  It 
just  put  me  out  of  business.  Nance.  I  did  n't  care 
where  I  went  or  what  I  did.  Then  one  m'^t  in  Cin- 
amiati  I  met  Birdie,  and  she  was  up  against  it.  too 
—  and  •— 

After  aU  he  couldn't  make  a  dean  breast  of  it! 
Whatever  he  might  say  would  reflect  on  Birdie,  and 

he  gave  the  explanation  up  in  despair.    But  Nance 
came  to  his  rescue. 

"I  know.  Dan."  she  said.  "Mrs.  Smelts  told 
me  eveiTthmg.  I  don't  know  another  fellow  in  the 
world  that  would  have  stood  by  a  girl  Uke  you  did 

Birdie.  She  oughtn't  have  let  you  many  her  with- 
out telling  you." 

*u  "  L?!^  "**  "~^  *°  «*'^«  "«  »y  ^««>«n  when 
the  ba^  came,"  said  Dan.  "At  least  that  was 
what  she  promised     I  could  n't  have  lived  through 
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tl«»e  fim  monUu  of  heU  if  I  tad  n't  thooBh.  thm 
'««  •ome  w.y  out    But  when  the  tab^^lT^ 

^uLT  ^'•'*  '  »  """"O  to  her  for  the  .^  of 
.^  '^Do^you  know-who-who  the  tab/,  f.ttar 

wMhkehun.  mdthatni.de  her  tate  it    That  wai 
a!.T  u"  "■"'"'  '^«"-    She  wouldn't  w^ 

sta  W  »;.•  ^  "^  *°  do  everything.    For  a  year 

*e  kq)t  getting  worse  and  worse,  until  one  niZ 

I  «ugh,  h«r  trying  ,0  set  fi«  to  hi,  crib.    ^J^^' 

after  that  she  had  to  h«  «^nf  *r.  *u^      i  «'"rsc 

that  time  on    T  J  ^  ?  .    **  "^'""»  *»<>  ^ «•<>« 
wat  tune  on,  Ted  and  I  fought  it  out  together 

One  of  the  neighbors  took  charge  of  him  in  A^dLv 
and  I  wrestled  with  him  at  night »    '^^  "*  "**  ^^' 

"No,  I  coiUdn't  go  back  on  him  when  he  was 
up  against  a  deal  like  that.  I  mad«  im^  ^ 
that  I  »H  n^-.  1^  I.-  .  ^*  "P  ™y  ™»nd 

»at  Id  never  let  him  get  lonesome  like  I  used  to 

^,  with  nobody  to  care  a  hang  what  became  ofhi,^ 
He  s  got  my  name  now,  and  he  'II  never  know  the 
difference  if  I  can  help  it  '* 

^•^BiMie?    Doe,  she  know  you  when  you  go 
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^Tliere  m.  «]««  tetweo.  them;  then  Nuoe 

with  I  oouJd  hdp  yoa." 
"You  ««,t.»  Mid  Dm,  duipiy.    ~D^., 

•«e  I've  got  no  right  to  be  wither?  DoyouC 
POM  *« '.  b«„  .  wedc.  or  .  4  in  .U  tf^^ 
*«  I  J»ven't  w«,t«|  yon  with  eve^r  breiTl 

fTl    ^  P«  *"  i"«  »  nightmare  I  WM  li». 
ing  throagh  m  order  to  wake  up  and  find  vo» 
N«Ke-Ilov.yoal    With  my  hin  and  «al^ 
bodyl    You  -ve  been  the  one  leaatiful  thing  in  mv 
whole  life,  and  I  wasn't  worthy  of  you.Vc^' 

Uw  thM,  Nance,  don't  let  me  talk  to  you— " 

He  Mumbled  to  a  chair  by  tte  deA  and  buried 
h«  head  «  U.  ann,.  Hi.  breath  came  in  Z^ 
hard  gav».  with  a  long  agonizing  quiver  betwe^ 
"rfh.,  broad  rfK«dder,  heaved.  It  wa,  the  fiS 
tone  he  had  wept  rince  that  mght.  m>  long  ago^  when 
he  had  «t  in  the  gutter  in  front  .t  SUp  jL^VZ 
lo^  and  broke,  hi,  hoart  over  an  errin^ioth^ 
i,i™   «.""*,  *^'^°"  '«=°°<'  N»nce  hovewd  over 

matraal  p,ty;  Aen  she  puUed  herself  together  and 
8Jua  brusquely: 


u 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII 

NANCS  COICES  INTO  BXK  OWN 

FOR  two  hours  Nance  was  dosetcd  with  Dn 
Adair  m  his  private  office,  and  when  she 
cainc  out  she^had  the  look  of  one  who  has  been  fol- 
lowmg  false  trails  and  suddenly  discovers  the  right 

"Don't  make  a  hasty  decision,"  warned  Dr. 
Adair  ui  parting.  "The  trip  with  the  Clarkes 
wiU  be  a  wonderful  experience;  they  may  be  gone 

everything  m  the  approved  way.  What  I  am  pro- 
posing offers  no  romance.  It  will  be  hard  work 
and  plenty  of  it  You'd  better  think  it  over  and 
give  me  your  answer  to-morrow." 

"I  'U  give  it  to  you  now,"  said  Nance.    " It 's 
yes." 

He  sontinized  her  quizzically;  then  he  held  out 
his  hand  wiA  ,ts  short,  thick,  surgeon's  fingers. 
It  8  a  wise  decision,  my  dear,"  he  said.    "  Say 

nothing  about  it  at  present    I  will  make  it  all  right 
with  the  Clarkes."  *^ 

During  the  weeks  that  foHowed,  Nance  was  too 
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l»»y  to  ttink  of  hersdf  or  her  own  a&ir.     <!i, 

after  «;«  2^1t.b"  r.^^C:'^  r  "f^"' 
tion  entails.  ™'  '  '»™')'  "i««- 

come  out  bv  the  «.^  -<t      1      "«»  got  to  let  you 
tf^    "or   iT^^J^J^^"  he  th™at«ed 

^XLZ^f.^  tr""  *•  ^'^  too. 

j?^ir5B3?h^^«^" 

"ot  get  it  over  JL  ^o^^  *°  """^  »»»•    Why 
Mn^Ctarke  w„  in  i„,ta«  panic 

Not  a  word,  I  implore  you!    We  .in  1 1. 

*e  news  to  him  when  he  is  b«,er  bTIST!^ 
*>»  -ow.  let  him  go  away  ha^r  H^T?  '" 
for  my  salcel"  With  tia  Jh^L.  .^  *"' 
»he  carried  her  poinl  ^^  °*  **  "** 
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»«  giving  M,cTS  S.^  "T"", "  ""^^ 
Aboari,"  sounded  from  S^L^""  *«  "^ 

t««  p-atfo^^^dt^r:"^  r """  •» 

caught  her  bn  glim^  of  ;  ^  ^'JT"."* 
propped  about  with  pillows^J^^?"?'"?  '*« 
threw  her  «,«,  „  I  T^T^t^^  '»-''  "^^ 

It  was  with  a  curious  fe^IinJ^   i^ 
with  depression.  tha"TetXd  tl^t  it"" 
Pita^  through  the  gloom  of  A«  ^1^^ 
Until  a  month  ago  she  had  L«~i  TT'*'  *•'• 

*e  missed  hi,  co2^  HS^^^T^'^r 

nun.    But  under  these  distarhino.  .1.  ^  awaitea 
thing  new  and  »t«^  <"«nrbmg  thoughts  some- 

h«7         "^  *"^  »°d  "dutiful  was  oUHng 

Half  mechanicany  she  spent  the  ««  n*  A     .^ 
noon  reestablishing  hersdf^ S!         L** ''*^- 
•t  the  hospita,  whil'^l.dVr^'T" 

-^on.  -K.  .eafSg'  ^1^^."^^^^ 
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for  duty  at  nine  o'clock  w«nf  *«  ^i^ 
boarded  a  street  car     I^*^?        ^  ~"'''  "^^ 
November,^t^-ear\^  *  ^"»  ^^^  for 

going  workers  w^  cwTn^        ^^^^  °^  ""^^ 
Nana  clin«-«l;       .  *^  uncomfortable.    But 

With  liS^  chin  tdTrLl^^^^^ 

counsel  with  h#rc*t*    Pr«ocaipicd  eyes,  she  held 

Lane  she  cot  out  an,i  Z  a    ?^  *  Butternut 

was  no  lack  nf  •ff^U         /'"srownistie.    There 

««wn.     ine   large   brown   eyes   that   th^  ^uwa 

foitr^dd*    "'°™'*°°  *»*  "'  "»  ""ting 
«»  s  tmbng  me  a  gingerbread  man." 


« 
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«*T  f ' 


to  h^.*  """^  •^  •  8^'''»d  n-n;  w.« 

;;i«it8carefnI?"aslMdTed. 
h.  ^"^^'"J"^  "^    Tl«»  while 

they  b^Aat  n«tl«^^f  ttl ,!°  f""^  »«* 

I  'vc  come  to  say  good-by  Dan  "  .h.  — -j  • 
inattcrK)f. fact  tone  ^' ^'    she  said  ,n  a 

His  face  hardened 

^^J°"'^'^'^*^^0^^    You've 
yoa."  "mutes.    I  want  to  taflc  to 

aL«TL  "^  *^'  ''''"«  Ted  trudged  belri^ 
^  kKteW  up  clouds  of  dead  leavefwittM. 
""•B  >quare-toed  booti. 
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rJ'  ^^.  T  '°  ^  ^°*^  ^"'^y*  Teddykins,"  said 
Dan.  but  Nance  caught  the  child's  hand. 

steadylaugh.    "  I  got  to  get  something  off  my  chest 
once  and  for  all;  then  I  'U  skidoo." 

But  Ted  had  already  spied  a  squirrel  and  gone 
m  pu«u,t,  and  Nance's  eyes  foUowed  him  absitiy 
,h.  ^' «  r  «et  you  m  the  office  the  other  day/' 
she  said,     I  thou^t  I  could  bluff  it  through.    But 

SfvL?''  J!r  *^!,^^«1  "P  "J'e  that;  «kI  knew 
A^  you  cared-"    Her  eyes  came  bs^    to  his. 

Dan  we  might  as  well  face  the  trua' 

"You  mean—" 

JJ  r^  '  \^'"^  *°  "^^^^  ^^^^  y°«  «^  I  have  to 

ZaiT?-    ^'"'''  ""'   '^^^  "^^'  ^"^  ^hen 
you  are,  I  U  come  to  you." 

He  made  one  stride  toward  her  and  s— ot  her 
nito  nis  arms. 

"Do  you  mem  it,  girl?"  h.  asked,  hb  voice 

^"ir?.?*  """■•"^  W-    "You  are  g" 
mg  to  rtand  by  me?    You  are  going  to  wait?" 

T^>    i'°*'°',°"'"**'^<»«»-    "Where-, 
led?    Imustntstay I " 

^^J^2^^,  """"■«"««"«««  to  let  her 
go,  «rf  raddenly  she  ceased  to  strug^e  or  to  coo- 
fcdernght  or  wrong  or  consequences.    She  lifted 

.^!^..^  i^."™  "">«■  »hort  MMl  stormy  career 
»he  had  found  exactly  what  she  wanted. 
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theCIarieetl"       ™°°*'    ^ «»"  « ««  yon  go  with 
JVo«  dc-t  h.v.  .,    xh^Ve  gone  wiAo„. 

Alley."        ^ '^' "*  SO^JT  to  open  in  Calvaiy 

But  .he  topped  hi„  ,^, 

forel'^^   '  •"- -  "-lO  -'.  *.  th«  b. 

ever.    Don't  wTS^w.^.    ^°""~«  »*" 
to  keep\wav ToT    t  *°l*° «»'  it  all  out?    Got 

n.,'-  /p"°™»  «n<l  you  wete  here?" 

of  love  or  to  ^  JoSSe'^C  "^.  *  ""^ 
f^night  need  never  tap^^  ^  '  ^^^ 

to  onnehres;  we  an  het,?^  ,^*f"  """  *» 

oe  jHjt  good  friends  unta " 
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ke*  «w«y  from  you,  Da^    Can't  yon  «e?  ^^t 
out    Ithonghtyouwasgoingtohdpmel"    ^d 

^  the  raihng,  dropped  her  flaming  face  upon 

evT^rri^/f  "~'*'y-    Then  into  his 

SStetd  n„     J.'  """"  ""P'^'o".  the  same 
ook  he  had  once  bent  on  a  passion-tossed  little  eirl 

wi&^^  ^f*,"^' N»»«."  he  commanded 

A?lv  !l     f"»ai».you  are  right;  God  knows. 
In  .v  '     !f  **  «™  «°»8  to  do  whatever  you  ay 

whe^'l'  ""^  r°"«^-  °» ;  yoo  got  to  keq,  away 
wheA«  I  «,y  ,0  come  or  not  You'reX,^ 
and  better  than  what  I  am.    You  got  U>  pS 
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out  their  confidence,.  ^  T,^^,'^"^ 

««"«I«d  Mttem  of  ttf^  they  pieced  together  the 

again  toTe  S^^f  Z'"^«  l»ck  .g«n  «,d 
their  personL"^l?rr'"'°^'°^-    O' 

«<n«e  came  pI«S  ZfS^^tlT'.r*  !.™"' 
crackling  fcavW.  *""  "'"'^  the 

"lli'il  ''"'^  °»*'y'"  cri«J  «n  excited  vo.« 

««  the  gingerl^ad  „»„...*  ««««omto,«herto 
But,  Dan— " 

^™t  this  on«;  it's  our  good.hy^yo„ 

tle^^JSf  ""f  *"  "traightening  the  prta  lit 
tie  gray  bonnet  that  would  a«un,e  a  f.^'S?  ^ 
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T2J^  ^ u*? thing, „e»« to befo^„ 

At  ogfat  o'dock  she  rose  reluctantly  saviiiVl^ 

she  l»d  .0  go  by  the  Snawdor.-  befo«  ,h"'^ 

«t  the  hoq>ital  at  nine  o'clock  "Bonta 

But  she  w^JZ^tT^^       .  ^*  "^^  «^y  Nance. 
»ui  ane  was  keetjiy  aware  of  every  old  association 

of  her  fellowHnea    In  that  gny  wS  h^  tS 
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tMmied  like  a  briJliant  flanwi  ii^t.*.-.. 

foundher.     ^^^  """^  "«''^  «P  «veiythifig 

the  ctthednl  glowed  softly  tbovt  them. 

wi^p^rr^-    "^y*  D«i,  do  you  k^w 
what  'Evol  u  dog'  meant?" 

"No;MitUtin?»' 

0«  *he  ^M  of  Number  On.  fl«y  p,™«, 
^«m.  EvM  the  almoat  deserted  old  tenoiett. 
h^'rl2:.'"-""-'--^'.-ri 

<!n22  r.      ?*  o«  «U  the  petition,  in  the 
Smdtf  flat,  «|d  mldng  .  big  aJwuIting  nxw  oj 

^  iJ^n^  "  "'■  °«^»  room  I  -ITX 
'"■^^-^IV  clinic    I'm  going  to  have  S^ 

t.  lltr?  :!*•"*«»«»»  you  won't  need  me; 
you  II  forget  about  to-nigfat  I " 

But  her  look  silenced  him. 

"  Dan/'  she  said  very  earnestly,  « I  always  have 
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""^  yen,  and  i  alwavi  win    t  i_ 

j^..      '    ™«     "«  *»"*  »«1 1  m  tryin,  to  proife 

"Don't  ^W"'**"*^'^*  y~'" 

a»t  would  y  took  her  an^hj^  XC  ."""' 
«^.M  here  Aeiaconun' tack  again  I    Sbe^ 


^"  CALVARY  ALLEY 

^^  ^^i?r  jt-sTw^ 

«r»' uMo  the  «»«,y.    L<*eH,L*C^ 

««w  to  k«^  hoi»e,  «,' ine  «!' Willilm  I«S-- • 
««*W  to  board  with  •«-     v     ,7  ^^  Jommgi  u 

^t  you  pfc..^  Mr.  S,»wdor  w..  .  p„ZZZ 

"w^U^^f:?*  J«""  -w  N-e 

-«j»tHet.Ht.rZL.rrjr„t 
The  clock  iaa«c«hed»l,ow„^,.„. 

0 


CO'tES  INTO  HER  OWN  4,3 

l«r  ««  not  ipetk  «i  thqr  wallMd  UD  to  th. n.;^ 

««idw  her  wri«  If  he  prewed  it  to  hi.  iMe.  ^^ 

ft««^y  J<»*d  d»„  on  every  ride,  «,„  i^ 

P^hawe  «wAo,  impio,^,  p.,  ^ 

•wned  0M.V.0U.  to  their  .urroundinp.    n,^ 
J«™d  .  f„  comer  .«1  cn^  toward  d«,.  .^.^ 

fc-i!lfl°?  •**•  5^  '^'"  whispered  Nance  a<  he 
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